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All's well that ends well *. 


DRAMATIS PERSON E 


KinG of France. 
Duke of Florence. 
Bertram, Count of Rouſillon. 
Lafeu, an old Lord. 


Paroles, a paraſitical follower of | 
Bertram a c:rward, but vain, An old with of — 
and a great pretender to valuur. || Diana daughter to the wid u. 
Several young French Lords, that | | Violenta, Q neighto urs and friends 


| ſerve with Bertram iu the Flo- | Mariana, to the widow. 


rentine war. 
Steward, ants to the Count-\ | Lords attending on the King O 
ficers, Sali rs, &c. 


Clown, eſs of Koufillon. | 
SCENE lies partly in France, and partly in Tuſcany. 


ACT 1 SCENE I. 
The Counteſs of Roufillon's houſe in France. 


Enter Bertram, the Counteſi of Rouſillon, Helena, and 
Lafeu, all in mourning. - 


Counteſs. 


cond huſband 
Ber. And I in going, Madam, 
o'er my father's death ane w; „ 
Majeſty's command, to whom I am now in ward, ever - 
more in ſubjectirn. 

Laf. You ſhall fiud of the King a huſband, Madam; 
you, Sir, a father. He that fo generally is at all times 
good, muſt of neceſſity hold his virtue to you; whoſe 
worthineſs would ſtir it up where it want od, rather than 
flack it where there is ſuch abundance. 

Cunt. What hope is there of his Majeſty's nmed- 
ment ? 

Ehe plot taken from Boccace, Decam. 3. Nov. 4. 
A 2 | 


| whoſe practices he hath perſecuted i 

| ; and fads no other advantage is the proceſs, but 

1 the loſing of hope by time. 
Count. This young 


gentlewoman had a father, (O, 
that had! how fad a eſage *tis !), whoſe ſkill was almoſt 
honeſty ; had it ſtrerch'd ſo far, it would 


y'd for lack of work. Would, for the King's fake, 
were living! I think it would be the death of the 
King's diſeaſe. 

| Fe... , How call'd you the man you ſpeak of, Ma- 
f | Count. He was famous, Sir, in his and it 
i was his great right to be ſo : Gerard de — 
| La. He was excellent, indeed, Madam; the King 
| very lately ſpoke of him admiringly, and mourningly : 
þ he was ſkilful enough to have liv'd fill, if knowledge 
1 


could be fer up againſt mortality. 


„ 
2 

Laf. A fiſtula, my Lad. 

Ser. I heard not of it before. « 

I would it were not notorious. Was this | 

woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? . 

Count. His ſole child, my Lord, and bequeathed to 
my overlooking. I have thoſe hopes 
| her education | her: di the inherits, 
which makes fair gifts fairer; for where an unclean 
mind carries virtuous qualities , there commendations 
go with pity; they are virtues and traitors too: in her 
they are the better for her fimpleneſs ; the derives her 


praiſe in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 
proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows 
ike al livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, 


| | Kind, ba fuck 6 ee aid by erin 19d god brain 


of her good, that 


Gone, "The the he#t heine = maiden can foie thee = 


— here are not meant thoſe. of a moral 
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But never tax d for ſpeech, What heav'n more will, 


In manners as in ſhape ! thy blood and virtue 
ed fre nate in thee, and thy goodneſs 
Share with thy birthright ! Love al, truſt a few, 
Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than uſe; and keep thy friend 
Under thy*own life's key: be check'd for ſilence, 


Count. Heav'n bleſs him! Farewel, Bertram. | 
| [Exit Counteſs, 

Ber. [Te Hel.] The beſt wiſhes that can be forg'd 
in your thoughts, be ſervants to you! Be comfortable 
to my mother your miſtreſs, and make much of her. 

Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you muſt hold the cre- 
dit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu. 


8 N 
Bel. Oh, were that all I think not on my fa- 

ther ; 

And theſe great tears grace his remembrance more 

Than thoſe I ſhed for him. What was be the ? 

J have forgot him. My imagin: 

Carries no favour in it, * my — 

I am undone; there is no living, none, 

If Berwans be away. It were all one, 
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6 Muell that ends well. 
That I ſhould love a bright ' ſtar, 
And think to wed it; he is fo above me: 

his bright radiance and collateral light 


3 eye, his curls, 
In our heart's table; heart too capable 
„„ 
But now he 's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Muſt ſanctify his relics. Who comes here ? 


Enter Parolles. 


One that goes with him: I love him for his ſake, 


« And yet I know him a notorious lyar; 


Think him a great way fool, ſolely a coward ; 


* Yer theſe ſix'd evils fit is & is dim, 
That they take place, when Virtue's ſteely bones 
„Look bleak in the cold wind; full oft we fee 
Cold“ Wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous Folly. 


SCENE m. 


Par. Save you, fair - 

Hel. And you, Monar | 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on viroimty ? * 

el. Ay; you have ſome ftain + of ſoldier in you; 
let me aſk you a queſtion. Man is enemy to virginity, 
how may we barricado it againſt him? 

Par. Keep him out. 

Hel. But he aſſails; and our virginity, 8 
ant, in the defence yet is weak: unfold to us ſome 
warlike reſiſtance. 


Par. There is none: man, ſetting down before you, 
will undermine you, and blow you up. 


Hel. Bleſs our poor virginity from underminers and 


* Cold for naked ; as ſuperfiuous for over-clath'd. 
4 Stain for colonr, 


* 
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blowers up 15 there no military policy how 


might blow up men? 
Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quick- 
lier be blown up : marry, in blowing him down again, 
with the breach made, you loſe your city. 
It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature to pre- 
ſerve virginity. Loſs of virginity is rational increaſe ; 
ty was firſt 
Virginity, by being once may be ten times found; 
LNA it is too cold a 
companion: away with t. 


Hel. I will ſtand for ' a little, though therefore 1 
die a 


Par. There's little can be faid int; 'ris againſt the 
rule of nature. To ſpeak on the part of virginity, is 
to accuſe your mother; which is moſt infallible diſobe - 


dience. As he that hangs ge I. 4 
2 


Keep 
i —  — Qs wid; 
- vithin ten years it will make irfelf rwo, which is « 


liking ? 
Par. Let me fee. * 
it likes. Deen 
ing. The longer kept, the leſs worth; off with 't while 
tis vendible. Anſwer che time of requeſt. Virginity, 
kke an old courtier, wears her cap out of faſhion; 
richly ſured, but unſutable: juſt like the brooch and 
the tooth-pick, which we wear not now. Your date is 
better in your pye and your porridge, than in your 
cheek ; and your virginity, your old virginity, is like 
one of our French wither'd pears; it looks ill, it eats 
drily; marry, tis a wither'd pear : it was formerly bet- 


ritable ſtar. 


ter; marry, yet tis a wither'd pear. Will you any 
thing with nt? R 
Hel. Not my virginity yet. 
There ſhall your maſter have a thouſand loves, 
A mother, and a miſtreſs, and a friend *; 
1 know not what he ſhall God ſend him well !— 
The court's a learning place——-and he is one 
Par. What one, i faith? 
Hel. That I wiſh well tis pity 
Par. What's pity ? 
Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in 't 
Which might be felt; that we the poorer born, 
Whoſe baſer ſtars do ſhut us up in wiſhes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends: 
And fhew what we alone maſt think, which acver 
Returns us thanks. 


My Lord calls for you. [Exit Page. 


Par. Little ſclen, farewel ; if I can remember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 
Hel. Mouſieur Parolles, you were born under a cha- 


Par. Under Mars, I. 

Hel. J eſpecially think under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

Hel. The wars have hee you fo vader, that you 
muſt needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde, I think rather. 

Par, Why think you fo ? 

Hel. Lou go ſo much backward, when you Sght 


| and a friend, 
A phanix, captain, and an enemy; 


A guide, ” goddeſs and a ſovereign ; 


A counſellor, a traitreſs, and a dear: 

His humble ambition, proud humility; 

His jarring concord; = his diſcord dulcet ; 

His faith, his ſweet difaiter; with a world 

Of pretty fond adoptious Chriſtendoms. 

That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now ſnall he 
I know not, ec. 


9 All's «ell that ends well. Act 1. 


a no nos F _ th. 


1 
£ 


_ 
. 


. farewel. When thou haſt leiſure, ſay thy 
- when thou haſt none, remember thy friends ; 


Which we nde to * 


„„ Ws, 4 
Changer to the court of Fronce. 


 Flouriſh cornets. Enter the King of France with let- 


ters, and divers attendants. 
The Florentines and Senoys are by th' ears; 


213 and continue 
A braving war. 
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10 | All's well that ends well. Ad 1. 


King. Nay, tis moſt credible; we here receive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from. our couſin Auſtria; 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy aid; wherein our deareſt friend 
Prejudicates the buſineſs, and would feem 


To have us make denial. 


1 Lord, His Love and wiſdom, 
Approv'd fo to your Majeſty, may plead 
For ample credence. 

King. He hath arm'd our anſwer 
And Florence is deny'd, before he comes : 
Yet, for our that mean to ſee 
The Tufcan ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either — 

2 Lord, It may well ſerve 
A nurſery to our gentry, who are ſick 
For breathing and exploit. 

King. What's he comes here ? 

1 Lord. It is the Count Roufillon, my good Lord, 
Young Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy father's face. 
Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte, 

Hath well compos d thee. Thy father's moral parts 
May ſt thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. 

; ag My thanks and duty are your Majeſty's. 


King. I vents I hed that corpreal frnducks now, 
As when thy father and myſelf in friendſhip 


Firſt try'd our ſoldierſhip: he did look far 
r time, and was 


Diſcipled of the brav'ſt. He laſted long; 
Bur on us both did haggith age teal on, 
And wore us out of act. It peter repairs me 


"To talk of your good father; in his youth 
He bad the wit which | can well obſerve 
| To-day in our young lords; but they may jeſt, 


Till their own ſcorn . 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour : 
So like a courtier, no contempt or bitterneſs 


Were in him; pride or ſharpneſs, if there were, 
His equal had awak'd them; and his honour, 


8 Sc. 5. All"s well that ends well. it 
Clock to itſelf, knew the true minute when 
Exceptions bid him ſpeak ; and at that time 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him 
He us'd as creatures of another place, 

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks ; 
Making them proud; and his humility, 
In their poor praiſe, he humbled. Such a man 
Might be a copy to theſe younger times; 
Which, follow'd well, would now demonſtrate ow 
But goers backward, 
Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph, 
As in your royal ff 3 
Kin Would I were with him ! he always ſay, 
(Merhinks I hear him now ; his plauſive words * 
He fcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them 
To grow there, and to bear), Let me not live—— 
(Thus his good melancholy oft began, 
| Os the cunts end heck of 
d, When it was out), let me not live (quoth he) 
After my flame lacks oil; to be the ſnuff 
Of younger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenfive ſenſes 
All but new things diſdain; whoſe judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments; whoſe conſtancies 
| Expire before their faſhions : ——this he wiſh'd. 
I. after him, do after him wiſh too 
k (Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home) 
I quickly were diffolved from my hive, 
To give ſome labourer room. 
2 Lord. You're loved, Sir; 


Ber. — — my Lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet ;— 
me an arm; the reſt have worn me out 

With ſeveral ay ions; nature and fickneſs - 

Debate it at their leiſure. Welcome, Count, 

My ſon's no dearer. 
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Cle. 1 am out of friends, Madam, and I hope to have 
friends for my wife's fake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Cha. Y” are ſhallow, Madam, in great friends for 
the knaves come to do that for me, which I am weary 
of. He that ears my land, ſpares my team, and gives 
me leave to inne the crop. If I be his cuckold, he's 
my drudge. He that comforts my wife, is the cheriſher 
of my 9: and blood; he that cheriſhech my fleſh and 
blood, loves my fleſa and blood; he that loves my fleſh 
and blood, is my friend: ergo, he that kills my wife, is 
my friend. If men could be contented to be whar they 


are, there were no fear in marriage: for young Char- 


bon the Puriran, and old Poyſon the Papift, howfoe'er 


their hearts are ſever'd in religion, their heads are both 
one; they may joul horns together, like any deer i ut? 
herd | 


| Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd 8 5 
lumnious knave ? 
Ch. A prophet, I, Madam; and I ſpeak the truth 
the next way. 
« For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true 
4 thall find; 
« Your 28 comes by deſtiny, your cuckow ſings 
„by kind. 
Count. Get you gone, Sir, I'II talk with you more 
anon. 
Stew. May it pleaſe you, Madam, that he bid He- 
len come to you; of her I am to ſpeak. 
Count. Sirrah, tell my oman I would 
with her ; Helen I mean. * — 
Clo. Was this fair face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 


ing. 
e Why the Grecians facked Troy? Singing: 
«© Fond done, fond done; for Paris, he, 
« Was this Kin g Priam's joy. 
„ Wich that the fighed as the ſtood, 
«© And gave this fentence then ; 


« Among nine bad if one be good, 
« There's yet one good in ten. 


Count, What, one good in ten? You corrupt the 
ſong, ſirrah. 
Ver, III. B 


14 AIP: well that ends well. 


AR 1. 
Clo. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is a 
purifying 0 o” th' ſong: would God would ſerve the world 
all the year ! we'd find no fault with the tithe-woman, 
if I were the parſon. One in ten, quoth a'! an we might 
have a good woman born but every blazing ſtar, or at 
an earthquake, any ny Foe bone rp es 
may draw his heart out, ere he 
Cant. You Il be gone, Sir Knave, - FP PIR 
mand you ? 
Clo. That man that ſhould be at a woman's com- 
mand, and yet no hurt done! tho” honeſty be no Pu- 
ritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear the 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart. I am 


going, forſooth, the 
ther. 


[Exit. 
Count. Well, now. 
Stew. I know, Madam, you love your gentlewoman 


entirely. 

Count. Faith, I do; her father bequeath'd her to me; 
and ſhe herſelf, without other advantages, may lawfully 
make title to as much love as ſhe finds: there is more 
owing her than is paid, and more ſhall be paid her 
than ſhe'll demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her than 
I think ſhe with'd me; alone ſhe was, and did commu- 
nicate to herfelf her own words to her own ears; the 
thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd not any ftranger 
ſenſe. Her matter was, ſhe lov'd your fon : Fortune, 
ſhe faid, was no goddeſs, that had put fuch difference 
| berwixt their two eſtates ; Love, no god, that would 
not extend his might, only where qualities were level; 
Diana, no queen of virgins, that would ſuffer her poor 
knight to be ſurpris'd without reſcue in the firſt aſſault, 
or ranſom afterward. This ſhe dceliver'd in the moſt 
bitter touch of forrow that e' er I heard a virgin exclaim 
in; which I held it my duty fpecdily to acquaint you 
withal ; fithence, in the loſs that may happen, it con- 
cerns you ſomething to know it. 

Count. You have difcharg'd this honeſtly, keep it to 
: many likehhoods inform'd me of this before, 
which hung fo totterirg in the balance, that I could 


ui her belicie nor *** Pray you, leave me; 


is for Helen to come hi- 
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That you ſtart at it ? I fay, 


Sc. 7. Au well that ends well. 15 
ſtall this in your boſom, and I thank you for your ho- 
neſt care; I will ſpeak with you further anon. 
[Exit Steward. 
SCENE VII. Exter Helena. 
Count. Ev'n ſo it was with me when I was young ; 
If we are nature's, theſe are ours: this thorn 


Hel. What is your pleaſure, Madam? 
Count. Helen, you know am a mother to you. 
Hel. Mine honourable Miſtreſs. 
Count. Nay, a mother. 
Why not a mother ? when I faid a mother, 
Methought you ſaw a ſerpent 


The many-colour'd 
Why,—thar you 
Hel. That I am not. 


16 AlPs well that ends well. A& 1. 
Hel. You are my mother, Madam; would you were 

fro ORIG Joey wn, were not my brother) 
deed my mother or were you both our mothers, - 

(I can no more fear than I do fear heav'n), 

So I were not his ſiſter : can't no other, 

But I your daughter, he muſt be my brother 

Count, Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in- 

law; 


God ſhield you mean it not, daughter and mother 9 
So ftrive upon your pulſe. What! pale again ? 13 
My fear hath catch'd your fondneſs. Now I fee 
The myſtery of your lonelineſs, and ſind | 
Your falt tears” head; now to all ſenſe tis groſs, 
You love my ſon ; invention is aſham'd, 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion, 
To fay thou doft not; therefore tell me true; 
But tell me then tis fo. For, look, thy checks 
Confeſs it one to th' other; and thine eyes 
See it fo groſsly ſhown in thy behaviour, 
That in their kind they ſpeak it : only fin 
And helliſh obſtinacy tie thy tongue, A 
That truth ſhould be ſuſpected; ſpeak, is t ſo? 
If it be fo, you've wound a goodly clew : 
If it be not, forſwear t; howe'er, I charge thee, 
As hcav'n ſhall work in me for thine avail, " 
To tell me truly. 8 

Hel. Good Madam, pardon me. 

Cæunt. Do you love my fon? 

Hel. Vour pardon, noble Miſtreſs. 

Cunt. Love you my fon? 
Fel. Do not you love him, Madam? 

Count. Go not about; my love hath in t a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note: come, come, diſcloſe 
The ſtate of your affection; for your paſſions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then, I confeſs, 
Fere on my knee, before high heav'ns and you, 
That before vou, and next unto high heav'n, 
TI love your fon. 5 * 
ky friends were poor, but honeſt ; ſo s my love. 
Ne not offended ;, for it hurts not him, 
That he is low d of me; I follow him not 
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B token of preſumptuous ſuit : 
Mor wands.3 hone bike, Gill 1 do deſerve him; 
Yet never know, how that deſert ſhall be. 
I know I love in vain, ftrive againſt hope; 
Yet, in this captious and intenible fieve, 
I ftill pour in the waters of my love, : 
And lack not to loſe ſtill: thus, Indian-like, 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The fur. that looks upon his worſhipper, 
2 Tn cps goin My Lech Madam, 
Ler not your hate encounter with my love, 
For loving where you do; but if yourſelf. 
Whoſe aged honour cites a virtuous 
Did ever in fo true a flame of li 
Wiſh chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herſelf and love; O then give pity 
To her, whoſe fate is fuch, that cannot chuſe 
Bur lend, and give, where ſhe is ſure to loſe; 
That ſeeks not to find that which fearch implies ; 
Bur, riddle-like, lives ſweetly where ſhe dies. 
— Had you not lately an intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris ? 
Hel. Madam, I had. 
Count. Wherefore ? tell true. | 
Hel. I will tell truth; by grace itſelf, I fear, 
You know, my father left me ſome pr 
Of rare and prov'd effects; fd as bis renting 
And manifeſt experience had colleed 
For general ſov'reignty ; and that he will'd me, 
Ia heedfull'® reſervation to beſtow them, 
As notes, whoſe faculties incluſive were, 
More than they were in note: amongſt the reſt, 


There is a remedy, approv'd, 2. 


The King is fender d loft 
Count. This was your motive for Paris, was it, a 
Hel. My Lord your fon made me to think of tle 

Elſe Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 

Had from the converſation of my thoughts 

Haply been abſent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 

I ou ul ener your pple ad, 

B 3 


They, that they cannot help. 


18 AIPs well that ends well. At 11. 
He would receive it ? He and his phyſicians 
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him; 
How ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the ſchools, 
Enbowell'd of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itlelf? 
Hel. There's fomerhing hints 
More than my father's ſkill, (which was the great 
Of his profeſſion), that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be ſanctiſied 
By th luckieſt ſtars in heav'n; and, would your Honour 
But give me leave to try ſucceſs, I'd venture 
The well-loſt life of mine on his Grace's cure, 
By ſuch a day and hour. 
Count. Doſt thou believe 't? 
Hel. Ay, Madam, knowingly. | 
Count. Why, Helen, thou thalt have my leave and 


To thoſe of mine in court. Fl ftay at home, 
And pray God's bleſſing into thy attempt: 
Begone, to-morrow ; and be ſure of this, 
ane thou ſhalt not miſs. 

[ Exennt, 


— 


ACT . SCENE L 
80 De court of France. 
Enter the 2 divers young Lor di taking leave for 


After well enter d felis, = return 
And find your Grace in health. 
King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 


? 
1 
] 
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Will not confeſs it owns the malady 

That doth my life befiege : farewel, young Lords; 
Whether I live or dic, be you the ſons * 
Of worthy Frenchmen; let Higher Italy “ 

ofe bated that inherit but the fall 

f the laſt monarchy ) fee, that you come 


Not to woo Honour, but to wed it; when 


The braveft queſtant ſhrinks, find what you ſeek, 
That fame may cry you loud: I fay, farewel. 
2 Lord. Health at your bidding ſerve your Majeſty ! 
Ming. Thoſe girls of Iraly,—take hecd of them; 
They tay, our French lack language to deny, 
If they demand: beware of being captives, 
Before you ſerve. | | 
Bath. Our hearts receive your warnings. 
King. Farewel. Come hither to me. To attendants. 
[ Exit. 
1 Lord. Oh, my ſweet Lord, that you will ſtay be- 
| ind us ! | 
Par. "Tis not his fault; the fark ——— 
2 Lord. Oh, tis brave wars. 
Par. Moſt admirable ; I have ſeen thoſe wars. 
Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with, 
Too „and the next year, and tit too early.— 
Par. An thy mind ſtand to it, boy, ſteal away 


Ber. Shall I ſtay here the forehorſe to a ſmock, 

® The ancient geographers have divided Italy into the Higher and 
the Lower, the Appennine hills being a kind of natur.l line of parti- 
tion. The ſide next the Adriatic was denominated the Higher Italy, 
and the other ſide the Lower. And the two ſeas followed the ſame 


terms of diſtinction; the Adriatic being called the Upper ſea, and the 


Tyrrhene or Tuſcan the Lower. Now. the Scnnones or Senvis, 
wich whom the Florentines are here ſuppoſed to be at war, inhabited 
the Higher Italy, their chief town being Arminum, now called Ki- 


mini, upon the Adriatic. 


+ Italy, at the time of this ſcene, was under three very different 
tenures. The Emperor, as ſucceffor of the Roman Emperors, had 
one part ; the Pope, by a pretended donation from Conſtantine. an- 
other; and the third was compoſed of free ſtates. Now. by the laſt 
monarchy is meant the Roman, the laſt of the four general mo- 
narchies. Upon the fall of this monarchy, inthe ſcramble, ſeveral 
cities ſet up forthemiclv-s and became free ſtates; now, theſe might 
be Lid properly to inherit the fall of the monascby. | 


Creeking maſonry, 
Till Ho tour be bought up, and no ſword worn 
But one to dance with? By heav'n I'll ſteal away. 


oY A well that ends 4 Ac. 
my ſhoes on the plain 


1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 
Par. Commit it, Count. 

2 Lord. I am your acceſiary, and fo farewel. 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd 


1 Lord. Farewel, Captain. 
2 Lond. Sweet . 


fay to him, TS 32 
2 Lord. We ſhall, noble Captain. 
Par. Mars doat on you for his novices ? what will 


to the Noble 
yourſelf within the liſt of 
100 cold an adieu; N 


wear themſelves in the cap of the time, there to muſter 


and move under the influence 
of the wet ie ws and tho” the devil lead the 


meaſure, ſuch are to be follow'd : after them, and take 


a more dilated farewel. 


Ber. And I will do fo. 


Par. W fellows, and like to moſt finewy 
—— 5 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE II. Enter the King, and Lafeu. 


Pardon, my Lord, for me and for 
1 II fee thee to ſtand up 3 
IL Then bought his 


pardon. 
I would you had kneel'd, my Lord, to aſk me mercy; 
And that at my you could fo ſtand up. 
King. I would I had; J jj 
And a 'd thee mercy for t. 5 


LExeunt Lords. | 
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Laf. Goodfaith, acroſs :——but, my good Lord, tis 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? [thus ; 
King. No. 
Laf.. O, mg 24" Aoi my Royal fox ? 
Yes; but you will, an if 
My Royal fox could reach them : 1 have ſeen a medi- 
That's able to breathe life into a ſtone ; [cine ®, 
—— and make you dance canary 
— Sq — wy Sc whoſe ſimple touch 
2 epin, nay, 
To give great Charlemain a pen in's 
And write to her a love · line. 
King. What her is this ? 
Laf. Why, doctor-ſhe: my Lord, there's one arriv'd, 
If you will fee her. Now, by my faith and honour, | 
If ſeriouſly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have ſpoke 
Wich one, that in her ſex, her years, profeſſion f, 
Wiſdom, and conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more. 
Than I dare blame my weakneſs : will you fee her, 
1 and know — 
That done, laugh well at nme. 
King. Now, good Lafeu, 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May ſpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 
By wond'ring how thou took'ſt it. 
Laf. Nay, Pll fit you, 
And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafen, 
Laf. [Returns J Nay, come your ways. 
[ Bringing in Helena, 
King. This haſte hath wings indeed. 
Loaf. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his majeſty, fay your mind to him; 
A traitor you do look like; but ſuch traitors 
His Majeſty ſeldom fears; I'm Creſſid's uncle, 
That dare leave two together: ns you Wa. LZxit. 


- Medicine is here put for a fbe-phyſician 


+ By profeſſion is meant her declaration of * 
2 | 
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King. Now, fair one, do's your buſineſs follow us? So 
Bl Ay, wy gind Lak, . 
Gerard de Narbon was my father, Fre 
In what he did profeſs, well found. Wi 
King. I knew him. = Ct 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſe toward him; Wi 
Knowing him, is enough : on's bed of death Wi 
Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one, Fs 
Which as the deareſt iſſue of his practice, Th 
And of his old experience th” only darling, Pre 
He bade me ſtore up, as a triple eye. | 
Safer than mine own two: 2 The By | mw 
And hearing your high Majefty is touch” 
- ogg — x — Bu 
Of my dear father's gift ſtands chief in power, Th 
I come to tender it, and my appliance, De 
With all bound humbleneſs. Of 
King. We thank you, maiden; Fs I a 
| But may not be fo credulous of cure, 19 4 My 
When our moſt learned doctors lcave us; and Bu 
The congregated college have concluded. My 
That art can never ranſom nature 1 
Fron her unaidable eftate: we muſt not * 
Erc 
n Th 
Our great ſelf and our credit, to eſteem Ere 
222 ach when help paſt ſenſe we deem. = 
duty then ſhall pay me for pains z 
3 vill comriboie ne vithe ws pres Hat 
Hurably intreating from your royal thoughts W 
A modeſt one to bear me back again. | He. 
King. I cannot give thee leſs, — gnckes; 
Thou thought'ſ to help me, and ſuch thanks I give, WI 
As one near death to thoſe that wiſh him live ; | . 
1 Don know'ſt no part _ Aft 
Hel. Whas I can do, can do no hurt to try, Sea 


„ gainſt remedy. | Wi 


bo Sc. 3. AIFs well that ends well. 23 
He that of greateſt works is finiſher, 
Oft does them by the weakeſt miniſter : 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment ſhown, 

M hen judges have been babes; great floods have flown 
From ſources; and great feas have dry'd, 

When mir cles have by th' greateſt been deny d. 

Oft expectation fails, and moſt oft there 
Where molt it promiſcs: and oft it hits 

Where is coiceft, and deſpair moſt fits. 

King. I muſt not hear thee; fare thee well, kind 
Thy pains, nct us'd, muſt by thyſelf be paid : [maid ; 
Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward. 

Hel. Inſpired merit fo by breath is barr'd. 

It is not ſo with him that all things knows, 
As 'tis with us, that ſquare our gueſs by ſhows : 
But moſt it is pref: in us, when 

| The help of Heav'n we count the act of men. 

Dear Sir, to my endeavours give conſent, 

Of Heav'n, not me, make an experiment. 

I am not an impoſtor, that proclaim 

Myſelf againſt the level of mine aim; 

But know I think, and think L know moſt ſure, 

My art is nos paſt power, nor you paſt cure. 
| | King. Art thou fo confident ? within what ſpace 

Hop'ſt thou my cure ? 

Hel. The greateſt grace lending grace, 

Hoe eoler the hands of the fon lh ting 
„„ 
n 

Moiſt Heſperus hath quench d his 

Mit Helpers beck quand bo py py, 
Hath told the thieviſh minutes how they paſs ; 
What is inſirm from your found parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and ſickneſs freely die. 
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"Y King Upon ä ant confines, 
* What dar'f thou venture ? | 
Hel. Tax of impudence, 1 
A ſtrumpet's boldneſs, a divulged ſhame, 


Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwiſe, no worſe of worſt extended ; 
With vileſt torture let my liie be ended. 
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24 A well that ends well. Act 17. 
King. Methinks, in thee ſome bleſſed ſpirit doth ſpeak: 

His power full ſounds within an organ weak ; 

And what i would flay 

In common ſenſe, — cntting wap. 

Thy life is dear; for all that life can rate 

Warth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : 

Youth, beauty, wiſdom, courage, virtue, all 

That happineſs and prime can happy call; 


Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate I 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate. 

Sweet practiſer, thy phyſic I will try; f 
That miniſters thine own death, it I die. te 


Hel. If I break time, or ſſinch in property 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well deferv'd! Not helping, death's my fee; 
But if I help, what do you promiſe me? 
Ling. Make thy demand. 
Hel: But will you make it even? _ 
— 4 Ay. — and my hopes of hear'n. 


Then ſhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand, =. 

What huſband in thy power I will command. 
_ Exempted be from me the arrogance | th 
To chuſe from forth the Royal blood of France; Ot 


My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or impage of thy ſtate: 
But ſuch a one thy vaſſal, whom I know 
Is free for me to aik, thee to beſtow. 


King. Here is my hand, the pr: miſſes obſerv'd, 83 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ferv'd : bis 
So, make the choice of thine own time; for I, to 
Ihy refolv'd patient, on thee ſtill rely. me 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more I muſt; — 

gh more to know, could not be more to truſt) : For 

rom whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on, — but . eſt | 
Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt. ky 
Give me fome help here, hos! if thou proceed | 
As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy deed. th: 

[ Exennt. 
Ho 

to 

vor 


* 
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SCENE IV. Changes to Ronfillon. 
Enter Counteſs and Cloon. 


Count. Come on, Sir; I ſhall now put you to the 
height of your breeding. 

Clo. I will hew mytelf highly fed, and lowly taught; 
I know my buſineſs is but to the court, 

Count. Put to the court? why, bat place make you 
ſpecial, when you put off that with fuch contempt; but 
to the court! | | 

Cle. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he way eaſily put it off at court: he that can- 
not make a leg. put oft's cap, kifs his hand, and ſay 
nothing, has neither leg, hands, hp, nor cap; and in- 
deed fuch a fellow, to ſay preciſcly, were not for the 
court: but for me, I have an anfwer will ſerve all men. 

Count, Marry, that's a bouantiful anſwer that fits all 

eſtions. | 

Clo. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks; 
the pin-butreck, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-burtock, 
ot any buttock. 

Count, Will your anſwer ferve fit to all oueſtions? 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor- 
Nev, as your French crown for your taffaty punk, as 
'Tib's ruh for Tom's forc-finger, as a puncake for 
Ehrove-Tueſday, a morris for May-day, as the nail to 
his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a ſcolding queam 
to a wrangling kaave, as the nun's lip to the friar's 
mouth, nav, as the pudding to his fin, 

Cunt. Have you, I fay, an aufwer of ſuch fitneſa 
for all queſtions ? 

C!3, From below your Duke, to beneath your con- 
table, ir w Al fir any queftion. 

Court, It muſt be an anſwer of mui monſtrous fize, 
that mult fit all demands. | 

Clo. Rut a trite neither, in good faith, if the learned 
Hoald ſpeak truth of it: here it is, and all that belongs 


to't. Aﬀk me, if I am a ccurtier :———& ihall ao 


you no harm to learn. 


Count, To be yeang again, if we could: I will be + 
VOI. C 
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26 A well that ends well. Act 17. 
fool in a queſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your an- 


ſwer. 8 pray you, Sir, are you a courtier ? 

Cl, O Lord, Sir “there's a ſimple putting 
of: more, more, a hundred of them. 6 

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of your's, that loves 
1 O Lord, Sir, ——— thick, thick, ſpare not me. 

Count. I think, Sir, you can cat none of this home- 
ly meat. | 

(Je. O Lord, Sir, —-=-nay, put me to't, I war- 
rant you. 1 

* Count. You were lately whipp'd, Sir, as I think. 

Cio. O Lord, Sir, —D—ſpare not me. 

C:unt, Do you cry, 9 Lord, Sir, at your whipping, 
and Spare not me? Indeed, your 7 Lord, Sir, is very 
ſequent to your whipping : you would anſwer very well 
to a whippimg, if you were but bound to'r, 

Clo. I ne'er had worſe luck in my life, in my 
O Lord, Sir; I fee, u- gs may ferve long, but not 
ſerve ever. | 

Count. I play the noble huſwiſe with the time, to en- 
tertain it ſo merrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir, —why there t ſerves well again. 

Count. An end, Sir; to your buſineſs : give Ficlen this, 


And urge her to a prefent anſwer back. 
Commend me to my kinſmen, and my fon: 


This is nat much. 

Ch. Not much commendation to them ? 
Count, Not much employment for you; you under- 
me ? ' 

Cho. Moſt fruitfully, I am there before my legs. 
Count. Haſte you again. [ Exennt. 


SCENE V. Chanzes ta the court of France. 


Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 


Laf. They fay, miracles are paſt; and we have our 


philoſophical perſons to make modern, and familiar, 
things ſupernatural and caufeleſs. Hence is it, that 


ue make trifles of terrors; enſconſing ourſelves into 


A ridicule on that foolift; expletive of ſpeech then in vogue 
at coust. | 
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ſceming knowledge, when we ſhould fubmit ourſelves 
to an unknown * fear. 

Par. Why, tis the rareſt argument of that 
hath ſniot out in our later times. 

Ber. And fo 'tis. 

Laf. To be relinquiſh'd of the artiſts —— 

Par. So fay, boch of Galen and Paracelſus. 

Laf. Of all . learred and authentic — 

Par. Right, fo I fay. 

Lf. That gave him out incurable, — 

Par. Why, there 'tis, fo fay I too. 

Laf. Not to be help'd,—— 

Par. Right, as 'twere a man aſſur'd of a 

Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death, 
Par. Juſt, you fay weil: fo would I have faid. 

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novcky to the world. 

Par. It is indeed, it you wilt have it in ſhewing, you 
ſhall read it in, what do you call there 

Laf. 4 ſhexing of a 1 Fect in an earthly acter. 

Par. That's it, I would bave ſaid the very fame. 

Laf. has your dani is not luſtier: for me, I 
ſpeak in ref; 

Par. Nay, tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it; and he's of a moſt facine- 
rious ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the 

L Very hand of heav'n. 

Par. — ſo 1 ſay. 

Laf. In a moſt weak | | 

Par. And debile — great power, great tran- 
ſeendence; which ſhould indeed give us +*** a farther 
8 made than alone the * 
as to 0e —— | 


Laf. Generally thankful. 


SCENE VI. Enter King, Helena, and attendants. 


Par. I would hare fad it, you faid well. Here comes 
the King. 


„en fi n 


Tuo or three words ſeem to have been dropt here, * 


gr WY been to this purpoſe, us notice, that there is of 


C 2 


* 
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Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays : III like a 


maid the better whide 3 deve = nnd is ay dow2 | 


why, he's able to lead her a corranto. 
Par. Mert du Vincigre! is not this Helen? 
Laf. Fore God, I think fo. 
King. Go call before me all the Lords in court: 
Sit, my preſcrver, by thy patient's fide ; 
And with this healthful 4 whoſe banich d ſenſe 
Thou hatt repeal'd, a Seebad time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift; 3 
Which but attends thy naming. 


Enter three er four Lords. 


Fair maid, ſend forth thine eye; this youthful parcel 
Of noble bachelors ſtand at my beſtowing, 
C'er whom both fov'reign power and father's voice 
1 have to ufe; thy frank election make; 
Thou haſt power to chuſe, and they none to ſorſake. 
Hel. To each of o_ cac fair and ricoue millvels 
Fall, when love pleaſe! marry, to each but one 
Laf. I'd give bay curtal and his furniture, 
. 
And writ as little beard. | 
King. Peruſe them well: 
Not one of thoſe but had a noble father. 
[She addrefſes herſelf ta a Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath, through me, reſtor d 
The King to health. 
All. We underſtand it, and thank heaven for you. 
Hel. I am a ſimple maid, and therein wealchieſt, 
That, I proteſt, I fimply am a maid. —— 
Fleaſe it your Majeſty, I have done already: 
The bluſhes in my checks thus whiſper me, 
We bluſh that thou ſhould'it chaſe, bur be refus'd3 
Let the whize death ft on thy check for ever, 
We'll ne'er come there again. 
King. Make choice, and ſee, 
Who ſhuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 
Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly, 
And to impartial Love, that god moſt high, 
Do my fighs ſtream. Sir, we Ber ag fant 
2 Lord. 29 gone 8. | 


PR | 


.Yy end 
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Hel. Thanks, Sir;—all the reſt is mute. 
I had rather be in this choice, than throw Ames- 
life. 
Hel. — Sir, 2222 | 
Before I ſpeak, too threat ning 
[79 —— 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wiſhes, and her humble love! 
2 Lord. No better, if you pleaſe. | 
Hel. My with receive, 
Which great Love grant! . 
Lal. Do all they deny her? If they were ſons of 
mine, I'd have them whipt, or I would fend them to 
the Turk to make eunuchs of. 
Hel. Be not afraid that 1 your hand ſhould take; 
[To the third, 
Fl! never do you wrong for your own fake: 
Bleſſing upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed! 
Laf. Theſe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of her: 
fue they are Laitards to the Englifh, the French ne'er 


by 


em. 


Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good, 
To make yourſelf a ſon out of my blood. 


[To the — 


4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo. 
Lot There's one grape yer, 
Par. Jam fore thy father drunk wine. 
La. But if thou be'it not an afs, 1 

Youth of fourteen, I have known thee already. 

Hel. J dare not ſay, I take you; but I give 
Me and my fervice, ever whilſt I live, 

Into your guided power. This is the man, [T5 —— 

King. Wl hy then, young Bertram, take her, ſhe's 

wife, 

Ber. My wife, my Liege? I ſhall beſeech your 
In fuch a buſineſs give me leave to ule [ Highneſs, 
The help of mine own eyes, | on 

King. Know'ft thou not, Bertram, 

What lhe hath done for me? 

Ber. Yes, my good Loid, 

But never hope to know why 1 hould marry be. 
3 
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King. Thou know 'ſt, ſhe has rais'd me from 
ſickly bed. "> 


Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 


Muſt anfwer for your riſing? I know her well: 
She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor phyſician's daughter my wife !—Difdai 
Rather corrupt me ever ! 

King. Tis only title thou diſdain'ſt in her, the which 
J can build up: ſtrange is it, that our bloods, | 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diſtinttion, yet ſtand off 
In differences fo mighty. If the be 
All that is virtnous, fare what thou diſlik ſt 
A poor phyſician's daughter, thou diſtik'ft 
Of virtue for the name: but do not fo. 
From loweſt place when virtuous things p 
The place is dignify'd by th' doer's deed. 
Where great alition ſwells, and virtue none, 
It is a dropſied honour : good alone 
Is good; and, with a name, vileneſs is ſo : 
The property by what it is ſhould go, 
Not by the title. She is good, wile, fair; 
In thefe, to nature ſhe's immediate heir; 
And theſe breed honour, That is honour's ſcorn, 
Which challenges itſelf as honour's born, 
And is not like the fire. Honours beſt thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our foregoers: the mere word's a flave 
Debauci's on every tomb, on ev'ry grave; 
A lying trophy; and as oft is dumb, 
Where dust and dama'd obhvier is the tomb 
Of honour'd bones indeed, What thould be ſaid ? 
If thou can't like this creature as a maid, : 
I can create the reſt: virtue and ſhe - 
Is her own dow'r; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do 't. 


King. Thou wrong'f thyſelf, if thou ſhould'ſt ſtrire 


do chuſe. = 
Hel. That you are well reſtor'd, my Lord, I'm glad: 
Let the reſt go. | 
King. My honour's at the fake; which to defend, 

I matt produce my power. Here, take her hand, 
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Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift ! 
That doth in vile miſpriſion ſhackle up 
My love, and her deſert ; that canſt not dream, 
We, poizing us in her defective ſcale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam; that wilt not know, 
It 228 thine honour, where 
We to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good; 
Believe not thy diſdain, but preſently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedicnt right, 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims; 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 
Into the ſtaggers, and the carcleſs lapſe 
Of youth and ignorance ; my * and hate 
Looſing upon thee in the name of juitice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak, thine anſwer, 
Bier. Pardon, my gracious Lord; for I ſubmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I confider, 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid; I find, that the, which late 
Was in my nubler thoughts moiſt bafe, is now 
The prized of the King; who, fo ennobled, 
Is as twere born ſo. 
King. Take her by the hand, 
And ci} her, ſhe is thine: to whom I promiſe 
A counter poize; if not in thy eſtate, 
A balance more replete. 
Ber. I take ker hand. | 
Xiag. Good fortune and the favour of the King 5 
Smile upon this contract; whoſe ceremony 
Shall ſeem expedient on the neu- born brief, 
And be perform'd to- night; the ſolemn feaſt 
Shall more attend upon the coming ipace, 
Expecting ablert friends. As thou lov & her, 
Thy love's to me religious; elſe does err. [Exenrs. 


SCENE VII. Manor Parolles and Lafeu. 
Lof. Do vou bear, Monſieur? a word with you, 


Par. eur pleaſare, Sir? 


Laf. Your lord and maſter did well to make his re» 
eantation. 


Par. Recantation my lord? my maſter 2 
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Laf. Ay, is it not a lan I ſpeak ? 

Por. & ted hucld 90. al es fe nan 
withour bloody ſucceeding. My maſter ! 

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Roufillon ? 

Par. Toaay Count; to all Counts; to what is man. 

Laf. To what is Count's man; Count's maſter is of 
another ſtyle. 

Par. You are too old, Sir; let it fatisfy you, you are 
too old 

Laf. | maſt tell thee, firrah, I write man; to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

7 4 Waat I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be 2 
pretty wiſe fellow: thou didit make tolerable vent of 

thy travel; it might paſs: vet the fcarfs and the ban- 
nerets about thee did manifoldly diftuade me from be- 
keving thee a veſſel of too great a burthen. I hare 
now found thee z when I lofe thee again, I care not: 
yet art thou good for nothing bur raking up, and that 
thou'rt ſcarce worth. 

Par. Hadſt thou not the privilege of antiquity upon 
thee 

Laf. Do not plunge thyſelf too far in anger, left thou 


haften thy trial; which if.—— Lord have mercy on 


thee for a ken! fo, my good window of lattice, fare 
thee well; thy caſement I need not open, I look thro? 

thee. Gire me thy hand. 

Par. My Leid, you give me moſt egregious in- 
di gnity. 

f. Ay. with all my heart, and thou art worthy 
of it, 
Par. I have not, my Lord, deferv'd it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and I will 
not bate thee a ſcruple. 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſer 

Laf. Ev'n as ſoon as thou can'ft, for thou haſt to pull 


at a ſmack o tn contrary. If ever thou beeft bound in 


thy ſcarf and beaten, thou fl:ult find what it is to be 
proud of thy bondage, I have a defire to hold my ac- 
quaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I 
may ſay in the default, he is a man I know. 
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Par. My Lord, you do me moſt unſupportable vexa - 
La. I would it were hell-pains for thy ſake, and my 
poor doing eternal: for doing, I am paſt T; * as L 
will by thee, in what moticn age will give me __ 
| | [ xits 
Par. Well, thou haſt a fon ſhall take this diſgrace 
of me; ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy Lord !——Wcll, 
I muft be patient, there is no fetteriag of authority. I'll 
bear him, by my life, if I can mect bim with any con- 
venience, an he were double aud double a Lord. Fil 
have no more pity of his age, than I would have of 
Ul beat him, an if L could but meet him again. 


Re-enter Lafeu. 


Laf. Sirrah, your lord and maſter's married; there's 
news for you: you have a new nuſtreſs. 

Par. I moſt unfeignedly befeech your Lordſhip to 
make ſome reſer vation of your wrongs. He, my good 
Lord, whom | ſerve above, is my maſter. 

Laf. Who? God? _ 

Far. A. 6. 

Laf. The devil it is that's thy maſter. Why doſt 
thou garter up thy arms o this faſhion? doſt make hoſe 
of thy ſleeves? do other ſervants fo? thou wert beſt ſet 
thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine honour, 
i I were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee. Pe- 
thinks thou art a general offenee, and every man ſhould 
beat thee. I think thou waſt created for men to breathe 
themſelves upon thee. rd | 

Par. This is hard and undeſerved meafure, my Lord. 

Laf. Go to, Sir; you were beaten in [taly for pick- 
ing a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a vaga- 
bond, and no true traveller : you are more fawcy with 

+ Here is a line loſt after pa// ; fo that it ſhould be diſtinguiſhed 
by a break with aſteriſks. The very words of the loſt line it is im- 
puſſible to retrieve ; but the ſenſe ts obvious enough. For doing I 
am paſt ; age has deprived me of much of my force and vigour ; 
yet I have ſtill enough to ſhew the world I can do myſclt right; as 
F will y thee, in what mation [or in the beſt manner} uge will give 
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your birth and virtue gives you commiſſion. You are 
not worth another word, elte I'd call you knave. I 
leave you. [ Exit. 


SCENE VII Eier Bertram. 


Par. Good, very good, it is fo then. Cood, ve- 
ry good, let it be conceal'd a while. 
Ber. Undone, and ſorfeited to cares for ever! 
Par. What is the matter, ſweet heart? 
Ber. Although before the ſolemn prieſt I've ſworn, 
I will not bed her. 
Par. What ? what, ſweet heart ! 
Ber. O my Paroiles, they have married me : 
III to the Tuſcan wars, and never bed her. 
- Fan France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits the 
tread of a man's foot: to th” wars. 
Ber. There's letters from my mother; what the im- 
port is, I know not yet. 
Par. Ay, that would be known: to th' wars, my 
boy, to th' wars, | 
He wears his honour in à box, unſeen, 
That hugs his kickſy-wickſy here at home; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which ſhould ſuſtain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery fteed : to other regions 
France is a ftable, we that dwell in't jades, 
Therefore to th' war. 
Ber. It ſhall be fo, I'll ſend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled; write 4 the King 
That which I durſt not ſpeak. preſent gift 
Shall furniſſi me to thoſe Italian Kad, 
Where noble fellows ſtrike. War is no ſtrife 
To the dark houſe, and the deteſted wife. 1 
Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art ſure ? 
Her. Go with me to my chamber, and adviſe me. 
Pl fend her ftraight away: to-morrow 
Fl to the wars, ſhe to her ſingle forrow. 
Par. Why, theſe balls bound, there's noiſe in ĩt.— 
"Tis hard; 


A young man married, is a man that's marr'd; 


Sc. 9. Al well that ends well. 

Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, 

The King hath done you wrong: but, huſh! 'tis fo. 
[ Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. Exter Helena and Clown. 

Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? 


35 


Cle. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her health; ſhe's 


very merry, but yet ſhe is not well: but, thanks be 


given, ſhe's very well, and wants nothing i' th' world; 


but yet ſhe is not well. 
Hel. If the be very well, what does ſhe ail, that 
ſhe's not very well? 


F & Truly, the's very well, indeed, but for two 
nge. 


Hel. What two things ? 


(. One, that ſhe 's not in hear? n, whither Cod ſend 


her quickly; the other, that ſhe's in carth, from whence 
God fend her quickly ! 


1 Enter Parolles. 


Par. Bleſs you, my fortunate Ladv ! 

Hel. I hope, Sir, I have your goud-will to have 
mine own good fortune. 

Par. Y ou had my prayers to lead them on; and to 
keep them on, have them ſtill, O, my knave, how 
does my old lady? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her . 
I would ſhe did as you fay. 

Par. Why, I ſay nothing. 

Cleo. Marry, you are the wiſer man; for many a 
man's tongue ſpeaks out his maſter's undoing. To fay 
nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have 
nothing, is to be a great part of your ute; which is 
within a very little of acthing. 

Par. Away, thou 'rt a knave. 

Clo. You ſhould have faid, Sir, n a ewes 
th" art a knave; that's, before me th'art a knave, This 
had been truth, Sir. 


De. Go to, thou art a witty foo! L have found 
thee. 


Clo. Did you find me in yourſelf, Sir? or were you | 


taught to find me ? the ſearch, Sir, was profitable, and 


1 _ 
on. 
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much fool may you find in you, even to the world's 
pleafure, and the increafe of laughter. ; 


Par. A good knave, i faith, and well fed. 
Madam, my Lord wil 29 away to night, 
A very ſerious buſineſs calls on hins. 
The great prerogative and rite of love, 


Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknow- 


Bur puts it off by a compell'd reitraint : [ledge ; 
Whoſe want and whoſe delay is ftrew'd with ſweets 


Which they diſtil now in the curbed time, 


To make the coming hour o erflow with joy, 
And pleaſure drown the brim, | 

Hel. What's his will elſe ? | 

Par. da * you will take your inſtant leave o' th” 

King, 

And make this haite as your own good proceeding; 
Strengthen'd with what apology you think 
May make it probable nec. 

Tel. What more commands he? | 

Par. That having this obtain d, you prefently 
Attend his further plcaſure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 


Par. I ſhall report it fo, [Exit Parolles. 
Hel. I pray you. Come, firrah. [Ie Clown. 
| [ Exeunt, 


SC E N E X. Enter Laſen and Bertram. 


dier. 

Ber. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And dy other warranted reftimony. 

Laf. Then my dial gocs not true; I took this lark 
for a bunting. 1 

Ber. I do affare you, my Lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valan*, 

Laf. I have then finmui againſt his experience, and 
tanſgreſs'd again? his vaizurg and my ſtate that way 
is dangerous, ſince I cannot yet find in my keart to re- 
pent. Here he comes; I pray you, make us friends, I 
will purſue the anuty., | 
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Euter Parolles. 


Par. 'Theſe things ſhall be done, Sir. 
Laf. I pray you, Sir, who's his tailor ? 
Par. Sw? 


Laf. O, I know him well; I, Sir, he, Sir, 's a good 
workman, a very tailor. 


Ber. Is ſhe gone to the King ?  [Afde to Parolles. 
Par. She is. 


Ber. Will ſhe away to-night ? 

Par. As you'll have her. | 

Ber. L have writ my letters, caſkered my treaſure, gi- 
ven order for our horſes ; Ki 
take poſſeſſion of the bride and ere I do 


Laf. A good traveller is ſomething at the latter end 


I as Ts 


Laf. You have made ſhift _ boots and 


Ber. It may be you have miſtaken him, my Lord. 
Laf. And ſhall do fo ever, 22 
prayers. Fare you well, my Lord; and believe this 
of me, there can be no kernel in this light nut: the 
this man is his cloaths. Truſt him not in mat- 


Par. Why, do you not know him? 
Ber. Yes, I know him well, and common ſpeech 
Gives him a worthy paſs. Here comes my clog. 


Vor. III. D 


23 AlPs well that ends well. 
SCENE XI. Eater Helena. 


F 


. to eke out that, 
Wherein tow rd me my homely ſtars have fail'd, 


Hel. Pray, Sir, your on. 

Ber. Well, 2 

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe : 
Nor dare I fay, tis mine, and yet it is; 
But, like a tim'rous thief, moſt fain would ſteal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber. What would you have ? 


Hel. 3 — — 
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and foes do ſander, and not kiſs. _ 
Ber. I pray you, ſtay not; but in haſte to horſe. 
Hel. I ſhall not break your bidding, good my Lord, 
| [ Exit Helena. 
Ber. Where are my other men, Monſieur ?—farewel. 
Go thou tow'rd home, where I will never come, 
Whilſt I can ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum: 
Away, and for our flight. | 
Par. Bravely, Couragio ! [Exeunt. 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
The Dute's court in Florence. 


* Enter the Duke of Florence, two French 
| 9 with ſoldiers. 


Duke. Therefore mace ce cds See 
Would, in ſo juſt a buſineſs, ſhut his boſom 
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When better fall, ſor your avails they fell; 
To-morrow, to the field. _ | [Exennt. 


SCENE H. Changes to Roufillon in France. 
Enter Counteſs and Clown. 


Count. Tt hath happen'd, all as I would have had it; 
fave that he comes not along with her. 


fall hear I am run away; know it before the report 


came. If there be bFeadth enough in the world, I will 
bald à hong diſtance. My duty to you. 


Tour unfortunate for, 


This is not well, raſh and unbridled boy, 
To pluck his indignation on thy head; 
By the miſpriſing of a maid, too virtuous 


| For the coutempt of empire. 
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Re-enter Clown. 


Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within be- 
tween two ſoldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter? 

Ch. Nay, there is ſome comfort in the news, ſome 
comfort; your ſon will not . 


S a Where is my R 


Hel. Look on this letter, Madam; here 's my paſſport. 


When thou canſt the ring upon my finger, which 
never ſhall come off ; and ſhew me a child begotten of 
thy body that I am father to, then call me Fluſband : - 


but in. fuch a then I write a never. 


This is a dreadful ſentence. 
Connt. Brought you this letter, Gentlemen ? 
x Gent. 2 and, for the contents” fake, 
are ſorry for our pains. 
Count. 1 pr'ythee, Lady, have a better cheer. 
rn nene. | 
Thou robb'it me of a moiety : he was my ſon; 
ata 7d 

3 


/ 
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And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 


you 
1. Gent. Ay, Madam, with the fwifteſt wi wing of ſpeed. 


Hel. Till ] have mo wife, I have nothing in France. 
"Tis bitter. [ [Reading. 


1 Gent. Tis bur the boldneſs of his hand, haply, 
which his heart was not « 
Count. — — 


ae 
of that too much, which holds him much to have. 
Count. I are welcome, Gentlemen; I will intreat 
you, when you fee my fon, to tell him, that his ſword 
can never win the honour that he loſes: more I'll in- 
treat you written to bear along. 


1 Gent. We ſerve you, Madam, in that and all your 


worthieſt affairs. 
Count. Not fo, but as we change our courteſies. 
Will you draw near ? [Exeunt Counteſs and Gent. 


SC EN E VV. 


Hel. Till I have no wife, 1 have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife! 
Thou ſhalt have none, Rouſillon, none in France; 
Then haſt. thou all again. Poor Lord! is'tL 
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; but yet 
orthy fake, 


heavy for my ftrength 


We'll ftrive to bear it for your 


To th' extreme edge of hazard. 


Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum 
Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 5 
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Duke, Then go forth, 


Ber. Sir, it is 


Upon thy promiſing fortune. 


Flouriſh 
A charge too 
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OT OOTY PRs hom, 
As thy auſpicious miſtreſs 
Ber. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put myſelf into thy file ; 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 


A lover of thy drum; hater of love. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Changes to Roufillon in France. 
Count. Alas! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know, ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
By ſending me a letter? Read it again. 


LETTERS 


Tom Se Joques' pilgrims, thither 
Ambitious love hath ſo oy apa ar 

That va oped pf what puts «jp 

With fainted vow ay fouls to have amended. 


Boſs bim of home in games, wht 
His name with __ 


His taken labours bid him me forgive: 
J. bis deſpiteful Funo, fent bim forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live ; 
Where death and danger dog the heels of worth. 
He is too good and fair for death and me, . 
Whom I myſelf embrace, to ſet him free. - 
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A tucket afar off. 


Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, and 
Mariana, with other citizens. 
Mid. Nay, come. For if they do approach the cy 
we ſhall loſe all the 820 _ 
Dia. They fay the French Count has done moſt ho- 
Wid. It is reported, that he has ta'en their greateſt 
commander ; and that with his own hand he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have loft our labour, they are 
gone a contrary way: bark, you may know by their 


trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and ſuffice ourſelves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French Earl; the honour of a maid is her name, and 
no legacy is fo rich as | 


Hel. I did fo. | 
id. Here you ſhall ſee a countryman of your's, 
That has done worthy ſervice. 

Fel. His name, I pray you? | 
Dia. The Count Ronfillon : know you fach a one? 
Hel. But by the ear, that hears moſt nobly of him; 
His face I know not. F 

Dia. Whatſoe'er he is, | 
He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from France, 
As tis reported; for the King had married hum 
Againſt his liking. Think you it is fo? 
Hel. Ay, furely, merely truth; I know his lady. 
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Dia. There is a gentleman that ferves the count, 
but courſely of her. | 

Hel. What's hie name? 

Dia. Menfteur Paroles. 

Hel. Oh, I believe with him, 

In argument of praiſe, or to the worth 

Of the great Count himſelf : the is too mean 


Her heart weighs fadly ; this young maid might do her 


A ſbrewd turn, if the pleas d. 

Hel. How do you mean ? 
May be the am'rous Count ſolicits her 
In the unlawful 

Wid. He does indeed; 


And brokes with all that can in fuch a fuit 


Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 


In honeſteſt defence. 


SCENE VI. Drum and Glours. 
Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers and Soldiers attending. 


Mar. The Gods forbid elſe ! 
Wid. So now they come : 
That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeſt ſon ; 
That, Eſcalus. 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 
Dia. He; HA 
That with the plume ; tis a moſt gallant fellow; 
I would he lov'd his wife ! if he were honeſter, 


Ren + om Ist not a handſome gentle 


Hel. 1 his well. 
Dia. "Tis pity he is not honeſt ; yond's that ſame 
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Dia. That jack-an-apes with ſcarfs. Why is he 
melancholy ? 
Hel. Perchance he's hurt i th' battle. 


courteſy, for a ring- carrier 


Wd. The oops ra Come, pilgrim, I will bring 
1 Where you ſhall hoſt : Of injoin'd penitents 


3 There's four or five, to great St Jaques bound, 

£ Already at my houſe. 

q Hel. I humbly thank you: 

. Pleaſe it this matron, and this gentle maid 

. To eat with us to-night, — 

4 Shall be for me : and to requite you further, | 
|| 11 | 
. Beth. We'll take your offer kindly. LExeunt, 


| . 

1 Enter Bertram, and the two French Lords. 
| | | 
| 


f 
1 __ 'o Jan. Ge th we ed. 6 nt. 
| Ber. Do you think L am fofar deceiv'd in him ? 
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at ſome great and truſty buſineſs in a main danger fail 


*, 1 wonkd 1 knew in whet particiler aficn w 


when we bring him to our own 
ar 1 his I if 


— 1a bo 
2 Lerd. O, 11 let him fetch 
his drum; be ſays, he has a ſtratagem for t; when your 
Lordſhip " ſees the bottom of his ſucceſs in t, and to 
n 
if you give him not Tom Drum's entertainment“, your 
inclining cannot be removed. Here he comes. 


SCENE X. Enter Parolles. 


1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, binder not the 
— of his deſign, let him fereh off his drum in 


iſpoſition. 
2 Lord. A pox t on 't, let it go, Ame 
Par. But a drum! is t but a drum ? a drum ſo loſt! 


0 Holingſhed, in is his deferigtion of bread, ſpeaking of Patrick 
Scarſcficld, (Mayor of Dublin inthe year 155), and of his extra- 
vagant hoſpitality, ſubjoins, that no had ever a cold or for- 
. ſo that bis porter, or any 

other officer, dur it not, for both his cars, give the ſimpleſt man thut 
re/-rted to bis bout, Tom Prum' entertatument ; which is, to hale a 


man in by the head, and thruſt kim out by beth the ſhoulders, 
Mr Thest aid. 


Vor. III. E 
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an excellent command ! to charge in with 
upon our own wings, and to rend our own 


» Lend, That was not to be blamed in the command 


Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our ſucceſs : 
ſome diſhonour we had in the loſs of that drum, but it 
is not to be recover'd. 

Par. It might have been recover'd. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recover d; but that the merit of ſer- 


vice is ſeldom attributed to the true and exact per- 


former, I would have that drum or another, or hic 


Ber. Bun Grace you are 
gone about it ? 

Par. I know not what the ſucceſs will be, my Lord; 
but the attempt I row. 
Ber. I know th' art valiant; and to the poſſibility of 
ſoldie will ſubſcribe for thee ; farewel. 


Par. I love not many words. LExit. 


SCENE XI. | 
1 Lord, No more than a fiſh loves water. Is not 


' this a ſtrange fellow, my Lord, that fo confidently 


ſeems to undertake this hultgels, which ke ous & got 


* 
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to be done; damns himſelf to do it, and dares better 
be damn d than to do t? 5 5 
do not know him, my Lord, as we do; 
he will ſteal himſelf into a man's fa- 
diſcoveries ; 


* 7 7 


S 5 A & GG 


letters, which ſhe did re- ſend; 
this is all I've done: ſhe's a fair creature, 

d; Will you go fee her? 

1 Lord. Wich all my heart, my Lord. F[Exennt. 


SCENE XII. Changes ts the Widow's houſe. 
We Enter Helena, and Widow. 


Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, 
I know not how I ſhall affure you further; 
Bur I ſhall loſe the grounds I work upon. | 
Wid. 2 brat: a; I was well borm 
E 2 


$8 


Howe er 


- 


52 AIP: well that end: well. Ad rr. 
Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſſes ; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining act. 

Hel. Nor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt, give me truſt, ane. 
And what to your ſworn counſel I have ſpoken, 


Is fo, from word to word; and then you cannot, 


By the good aid that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Err in it. 
Vid. I ſhould believe you, 
„ 
Y* are great in fortune. 
Hel. Take this purſe of gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will overpay, and pay again 
When I have found it. The Count wooes your 
daughter, 


Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty, 


Reſolves to carry her; let her conſent, 
As ve 11 dreck ber how 'tis beſt to bear it. 


Bram fro w» for, ſome four or five deſcents, 
Since the firſt father wore it. This ring he holds | 
n yet in his idle fire, 

To buy his will, it would not ſeem too dear, 
ter, 

Wid. Now I ſee the bottom of your purpoſe. 
Hel. You fee it lawful then. It is no more, 
Bur that your daughter, ere ſhe ſeems as won, 
Defires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In ſine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Herſelf moſt chaſtely abſent : after this, 
To marr”: her, III add three thouſand crowns 


To what is paſt already. 


Wid. I have 


Iaſtruct my daughter how ſhe ſhall 


„ 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
rr 
To her unworthineſs: „ 


Pr 
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To chide him from our eaves; for he perſiſts, 
As if his life lay on 't. 


meaning 
Where both nec fin, and yet a finful fad. 
But let's about t— [Exeunt. 


ACT w. SCENE L 
Part of the French camp in Florence. 


Eater one of the French Lords, with foe or fix Soldiers 


in 
Lord. E can come no other way but by ths hedge- : 
you fally upon him, 


„e though you 
it not yourſelves, no matter; for we muſt not ſeem to 


underſtand him, unleſs fome one amongſt us, whom 


we muſt for an inte 

Sol. Good Captain, ler me be th i 

Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows he not 
thy voice ? 

Sal. No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord. — Go 
us again ? 

Sol. Ev'n ſuch as you 

Lord. — ve fore band of rangers 7 th* 
adverſaries” entertainment. Now he hath a ſmack of 


Par. Ten of clock ; 328 
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le. Sol. 80 I will, Sir. 
I Lovd. Till then I'll kep im duck and en lock. 
LExeunt. 


SCENE UI. Chainges ts the widow's houſe. 
. Enter Bertram and Diana. 
Ber. They told me that your name was Fontibell. 


AW wi vw 63 


ea ts: Me weed a5 ed 


jun} band 


FE 
4 
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What is not holy that we ſwear, not bides 
Zut take the High'f to witneſs; then, pray tell me, 
If I ſhould ſwear by Jove's great attributes 

I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did love you ill? This has no holding, 

To ſwear by him whom I proteſt to love, 


Bur give thyſelf unto my fick defires, 
Which chen recoyer, - Say, thou art mine; and ever 


| 


8 AIP: well that ends well. 
| My love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſevere. 


Dia. I fee that men make in ſuch affairs 
That we'll forſake ourſelves. Give me that ring. 
Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear, LED Rave 2D — 


To give it from me. 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord ? 
2 r 


you 
When back again this ring ſhall be d Erer d; 
2 in the night, Pl put 


Ber. A heav'n on earth I ve won by wooing thee. 


[Exit. 
Dia. For which live long to thank both heav'n and 
You may fo in the end. — Cee. 


My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 

As if the fat in's heart; the fays, all men 

Have the like oaths : he had ſworn to marry me, 

When his wife 's dead : therefore I'll lie with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braid, 
Marry em that will, 9 


, well that ends well. Act iv. 


38 
y, in this diſguiſe, I think 't no fin 
ache uct para LExit. 


SCENE m. Changes to the French camp in Florence. 
Enter the two French Lords, and two or three ſoldiers. 


» Lord. You have not given him his mother's letter? 
2 Lord. I have deliver d it an hour ſince; there is 
ſomething in t that ſtings his nature; for, on the read- 
it, he chang'd almoſt into another man. 


our unlawful inteats ? we ſhall not then 
: 9 | 


Sc. 3. , well that ends well. 59 


6 ard, Te oe aces ie, what ene you of Gul 
wars ? 

2 Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I affure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. What will Count Rouſillon do then? will he 
travel higher, or return again into France ? 

1 Lord. „„ 

of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, Sir ! ſo ſhould I be a great 
deal of his a&. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife ſome two months fince fled from 


n hol hel - 
— dhng ſhe accompliſh'd ; and there reſiding, the 
tenderneſs of her nature became as a prey 


rr * 
: . 
— — 
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| for France. The Duke hath offered him let- 
ters of commendations to the King. 

2 Lord. They ſhall be no more than needful there, if 


SCENE IV. Enter Bertram. 


1 Lord. They cannot be too ſweet for the King's 
eartneſs. — 5 cottiip cow. How now, my 
Lord, is t not after midnight? 

Ber. I have to-night diſpa ech'd ſixteen buſineſſes, a 
's length a-piece, by an abitrat of ſucceſs; I 
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6 
to hear of it hereafter. . 
between the fool and the ſoldier ? Come, bring forth this 
- counterfeit medal; h as deceiv'd me, like a double- 


meaning prophelſicr. 
2 Lord. Bring him forth; h as fat = the Rocks all 


ſurping his ſpurs fo long. How does he carry hi 

1 Lord. I have told your Lordſhip already: the Backs 
_— But to anſwer you as you would be under- 
like a wench that had ſhed her milk ; 
CRE d himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes 
to=be a friar, from the time of his remembrance, to this 
very inftant diſafter of his ferting i' th” ſtocks ; and 
what, think you, he hath confeſs'd ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he? | * 

2 Lord. . 
his face: if your Lordlhip be int, as I believe you arc, 
you mult have the patience to hear it. 


=o = mM by 
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SCENE V. 
Enter Parolles, with bis Interpreter. 


Ber. A plague upon him, muſiled ! be can fay no- 
thing of me; huſh! kuſh! 


's 1 Lord, Hoodman comes: Portotartar:ſſa. 

y It. He calls for the tortures; what will you ſay 
without em? 

2 Par. I vill confeſs what I know without conſtraint; 

1 if ye pinch me like a paſty, I can ſay no more. 

* Int. Baſto chimurcho. 

W 2 Lord, Biblibindo chicurmurco. 

+ Int. You are a merciful General: our General bids 

ed you anſwer to what I ſhall aſk you out of a note. 

1 Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

12 Int. rern 
is ſtrong. What ſay you to that? 

— Par. Five or fix thouſand, but very weak and unfer- 

: riceable. The troops are all ſcatter'd, and the com- 

— manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and 

18 credit, and as I to live. | 

C Int. Shall I fer down your anſwer fo ? 

Par. Do; F how and 
all which way you will : all 's one to me. 
| Ber. What a paſt-ſaving ſlave is this ! 

1 Lord, Y are, decein'd, my Lord; this is Monſieur 
> Parolles, the gallant militariſt, that was his own phraſe, 
. that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his 
ſearf, and the practice in the chape of his dagger. 
* 2 Lord. I will never truſt a man again for keeping 
22 his ſword clean; nor believe be can have every thing 
his in him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

_ Int. Well, that's fet down. 


Par. Five or fix thouſand horſe I faid (L will fay 
true) or thereabouts, ſet down, for I'll ſpeak truth. 

1 Lord, He's very near the truth in this, 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for 't in the nature he 
7 a a7. 

ar. Poor es, I pray you, 

. but. Will, at's fin don. 
. Vor. III. £2 


fs 


hour, I will cell trac. Let me fee; Spurio a hundred 


5þ 


; 


each: fo that the 
my life, amounts 
the which dare 

ſocks, leſt 

Ber. 

1 Lord. 
mand of him my 
with the Duke. 

Int. Well, that's ſet down. 
Frenchman : what his reputation is wi 
what his valour, honeſty, and expertneſs in war; or 

thinks it were I 


| Int. What is his reputatien with the Duke ? 
Par. The Puke knows him for no other but a poor 
oſſicex of mine; and writ to ne the other day, to turn 


\ 


* 


eee F 


» 


„ „ K7 


vou, Sir, put it up 


E WT wH 47 


now he's a cat to me. 
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kim out o* th" band. 1 think 1 have his letter in my 


E. Marry, we'll ſearch. 


Par. In good fadneſs, I do not know; dither it is ; 
there, or it is upon the file with the Duke's other let- 
rers in my tent. 

Int. Here 'tis, here's a paper, ſhall T read it to you? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

1 Lord. 


Int. Dian, the Count 's a fool, and full of gold. 
Par. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir; that is an 


advertiſement to a maid in Florence, "one Diana, 
to take heed 1444 


a ſooliſh idle boy; but for all that very ruttih. I pray 


again. 
Fat. Nay, a bf hs aa fame. | 
Par. My meaning in t, I proteſt, was very honeſt in 
the behalf of the maid; 4 
to be a dangerous and Jaſcivious boy, who is a whale te 
virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 
Ber. Damnable ! both ſides rogue. 


Interpreter reads the letter. 


When he fwears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it. 


After he ſcores, he never pays the ſcore : 


Half won, is match well made: match, and well make it: 


He neer pays after debts, take it before. 
Ani ſay, a ſoldier ( Dian ) told thee this : 
Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiſs. 
For, count of this, the Count” s a fool, know it ; 
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 


Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear, 
PazoLLEs. 


Ber. He ſhall be whipp'd through the army with this 
rhime in his forehead. 

2 Lord. wm res quand Gran Sir; the mani- 
Ber. —ͤ—ũ——ů  -+; OO 


* 


* 


” | * 7 of" L 
iD Ph Law ry Pro ggt 
* 


eo oO „„ ro 
, 


— - — 
———— — 


— 
— 
% 1 - * 
+ — —— wüÄ  alt g — — 
* — — = 


— Don o_s Oy - 
4 2 — 
— 1 — 2 
22 — 


— — _ 
2 * 
* — — — — * 
. — ——— 
X 2 9 * 
* 2 en 


: 8 
« 
4 \ d 
0 
+4 i 
7 
- 
7 * 
1 
1 
bt 
. 
* * 
"i 
4 1 
1 
* 
7 
1 


and to his valour. What is his 


C4 
Int. I perceive, Sir, by the GeneraPs looks, we ſhalt 


. well that ends well. 


Act vv. 


be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life, Sir, in any cafe; not that I am afraid 
to die, but that my offences being many „I would re- 
pent out the remainder of nature. 8 Sir, in 
a dungeon, i th' ſtocks, any where, ſo I may live. 

Int. We'll fee what may be done, fo you confeſs 
freely ; therefore, once more, to this Captain Dumain : 
you have anſwer'd to his reputation with the Duke, 
honeſty ? 

Par. He will ſteal, Sir, an egg out of a cloiſter ; 
for rages and nr. He pro- 
feſſes no keeping of oaths; in them he is 
ſtronger than Hercules. He will lye, Sir, with fack vo- 
lubility, that you would think Truth were a fool: 
drunkenneſs is his beſt virtue, for he will be ſfwine- 
drunk; and in his ſleep he does little harm, fave to his 
bed-cloaths about him; but they know his conditions, 
and lay him in ftraw. I have but little mere to fay, 
Sir, of his honeſty; he has every thing that an honeſt 
man ſhould not have ; 323 
he has nothing. 

1 Lord. I begin to love him for this. | 

Ber. For this deſcription of thine honeſty ? a pox up- 
on him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

Int. What ſay you to his expertneſs in war? 

Par. Faith, Sir, eee ln 
Eſt tragedians: to belye him, I will not; and more of 
his ſoldierſhip I know not; except in that country he 
had the honour to be the officer at a place there called 
Mile-end, to inſtruct for the doubling of files. I would 
do the man what honour I can, but of this I am not 


certain. 


x Lord. He hath out-villain'd villany fo far, that the 


rarity redeems him. 


Ber. A pox on him, he's a cat ſtill. | 
Int. His qualities being at this poor price, I need 
not to aſk you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

- Par. Sir, for a quart-d'ecu, he will fell the fee-fim- 
ple of his ſalvation, EIS ed ee.” 
entail from all remainders, K 
for it perpetually. 
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hut. What *s his brother, the other Captain Dumain? 
2 Lord. Why does he aſk him of me? | 
Int. What's he ? FEE, 
Par. Cen a crow o th fame neſt; not altogether fo 
great as the firſt in but greater a great deal 
in evil. He excels his brother for a coward, yet his 
brother is reputed one of the beſt that is. In a retreat 
he outruns any lacquey ; marry, in coming on. he has 
the cramp. . | ' 
Int. If your life be faved, will you undertake to be- 
Par. Ay, and the Captain of his Horſe, Count Rou- 
Int, Vil whiſper with the General, and know his 
pleaſure. 


> yet who would have | 
I was | . 
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Par. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? 
Int, if you could find out a country where but wo- 
men were that had receiv'd io much ſhame, you might 


begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, Sir; 1 am 
for. France too, we ſhall ſpeak of you there. [ Exit. 


Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel. 


Time was | did him a defired office 


Dear almoſt as his life; which gratitude ' 
Through flinty Tartar's boſom would forth, 
r I duly am inform d. | 
His Grace is at Marſeilles, to which place 
We have convenient convoy ; you muſt know, 
I am ſuppoſed dead; the army breaking, 
My huſband hies him home; where, Heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 
We'll be before our welcome. 

Vid. Gentle Madam, 


Jou never had a ſervant, to whoſe truſt 


Your bufineſs was more welcome. 


D 
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FLARE 


Sc. 8. . «well that ends weil. 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompenſe your love : doubt not, but Heav'n 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive, 
And helper to a huſband. But, O ſtrange men! 
That can ſuch ſweet uſe make of what they hate, 
When fancy, waiting of the cozen'd thoughts, 
Defiles the qacky night; fo luſt deck play 
With what & loches, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 
(Under my poor inſtructions), yet muſt ſuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and 
Go with your impoſitions, I am your's 
Upon your will to ſuffer. 

Hel. Yet I pray you: 
But with the word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as fweet as ſharp : we muſt away, 
Our is prepar d, and time revyes us; 


67 


waggon | 
Alls well that ends well; ſtill the fine's the crown; 


Whate'er the courſe, the end is the renown. [ Excunt. 


neg age unbak'd and dowy youth of a nation in his 
colour. Your daughter-in-law had been alive at this 


hour; and your fon here at home, more advan by 
the King, than by that red-tail'd humble-bee I ſpeak of. 
. I would I had not known him! It was the 


+ Alluding to two faſhions then in vogue; one of uſing yellow 
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68 Al's well that ends well. Airs, 
may pick a thouſand fallets ere we light on ſuch another 


Cle. Indeed, Sir, the was the fveet marjoram of th 
e Les 


Clo. I am no great Nebuchadpezzar, Sir; I have 

not much fall in gras. 

1— doſt thou profeſs thyſelf a knave or 
Clo. A fool, Sir, at a woman's ſervice; and a knave, 

at a man's. | 


Nw 
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will be too chill and tender, and they 
® Alluding to the darker cowplexions of 


I be for 
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Nenn broad gate, 249 


Count. So he is. My Lord, that e » gone, made him- 
much ſport out of him; by his authority he remains 


EY 


here , which he thinks is a patent for his ſaucineſs ; and 
indeed he has no pace, but runs where he will. 
nne and I was a- 
t to you 
home, I moved 
behalf of my daughter in the mi 
both, his Majeſty, out of a ſelf-gracious remembrance, 
did firft 
it; and to 
your Ladyſhip like 
Count. Wi 
it happily effected. 
able a body as L 
here 2o-merrew, or | am deceiv'd by him that is fuck 


rejoices me, that hope, that I ſhall fee him 
| die. I have Jeners, | pe pune Gu 


”. 
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Ml": well that ends well. Aar. 
Enter Clown. 


cb. O Madam! yonder's my Lord, your fon, with 
a patch of velvet on's face; whether there be a ſcar un- 
der t, or e 


cheek is worn bare. 


ACT % SOLES L 
The court of France, at Marſeilles. 


Exter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two attendants. 


Dore 


enn 
ee 


| * The joke, fach asit is, confiſts in the allufon to a wound made 
with a carabine ; arms which Henry IV. had made famous, by 
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patch 
his left check is a cheek of two pile and a 
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The uſe of your own virtues, for the which 
I ſhall continue thankful. 


Gent. Not, indeed. 
"i and with more hafte 
—_ 


i you. 
= fo >  , | — SORT 
Whate'er falls more. ꝗ6— IELY 
Go, go, provide. 


Par. Good Mr Levatch, give my Lord Late this 
letter: I have ere now, Sir, been better known to you, 
when I have held familiarity with freſher cloaths; bur 
I am now, Sir, util is Fomas's ment, cad fact 
ſomewhat ftrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 

Ch. Truly, Fortune's diſpleaſure is but ſluttiſn, if it 
ſmell fo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak'ſt of: I will henceforth 
- Aa Pr'ythee, allow the 


R you need not to ſtop your noſe, Sir; I 
eee 

Ir Pr'ythee, get 
* 


Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 
Clo. Foh ! ! — ſtand away; a paper from For- 


rane”s cloſe-ſtool, to give to a Nobleman ! lock, here 


he comes himſelf. 


E ater Lafeu. 


Here is a pur of Fortune's, Sir, or Fortune's cat, (but 
not a muſk-cat), that hath fall'n into the unclean ftiſh- 
pond of her diſpleaſure, and, as he fays, is muddied 
withal. Pray you, Sir, uſe the carp as you may; fer 
he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, fooliſh, ra- 
ſcally knave. I do pity his diſtreſs in my kmikies of 
comfort, and leave him to your Lordſhip. 

Par. My Lord, I am a man whom Fortune hank cenally 
fcratch'd. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do! 'tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherem have you play'd 
the knave with Fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who 
of herſelf is a good lady, and would not have knaves 
thrive long under her? there's a quart-d*ecu for you: 
ler the juſtices make you and Fortune friends; Lam for 
other buſineſs. 


word. 
Laf. You beg a fingle penny more : come, you ſhall 
ha t, fave your word. 
Par. n is Parolles. 
© Laf.. You beg more than one word then. Cox” my 
pathon ! give me your hand: how does your drum? 
— O my good Lord, you were the firſt that found 


bo Was I, in ſooth ? and I was the firſt that loſt 


Par. It lies in you, my Lord, to bring me in ſome 
grace, for you did bring me out. 
put 
dnl? ane 


Laf. Out upon thee, knave ! doſt thou 
at once both the office of God and the 
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brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. 


Sound trumpets. The King 's coming, I know, by his 
* Dab, inquire further after me, I had talk 
of you laſt night ; tho* you are a fool and a knave, you 
ſhall eat; go to, follow. 

Par. I praiſe God for you. [Exeunt. 


SC EN E IE. 


—— Lafen, the two French 
» with attendants. 


We loſt aj of her, eſteem * 
King. We 2 . 
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74 , well that ends well. Ad v. 
Th' incenſing relics of it. Let him a 
A 
So tis 


ſtranger, no offender; and inform him, 
our will be ſhould. 


Gent. I ſhall, my Liege. | [Exir. 


King. Whar fh he to your daughter? Have you 


at Moo Med eds as Highneſs. 
Kiag. 1 19 
| me, 

That ſet him high in fame. 


SCENE IV. Exter Bertram. 


Lf. He looks well on t. 


Tm not a day of ſeaſon, 
For thou may ſt ſee a fun-ſhine and a hail 


In me at once; but to the brighteſt beams 


Kat ane wand mane of the canfurad time, 
NN 

For we are old, and on our quick/| decrees 
'Th' inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of time 

Steals, ere we can effect them. You remember 


upon 
Durſt make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the impreſſion of mine eye inſixing, 
Contempt his ſcornful perſpective did lend me, 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour; 
Scorch'd a fair colour, or expreſs'd it ſtol'n; 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
To a molt hideous object: thence it came, 
That ſhe whom all men prais'd, and whom myſelf, 
Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 

Well excus'd : 

That do'ſt love her, 11 
7 but love that comes too late, 


8 G C dt. doi da 8. Bs. a. 
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Like a remorſeful pardon flowly carried, 

To the great fender turns a four offence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone: our gaſh faults 
Make trivial price of ſerious things we have, 
Not knowing them until we know their grave. 
Oft our diſpleaſures, to ourſelves unjuſt, 
Deſtroy our friends, and, after, weep their duſt ; 
Our own love waking cries to fee what's done, 
While ſhameful hate fleeps out the afternoon. 

Be this fweet Helen's knelt; and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main confents are had, and here we Il tay 

To fee our widower's fecond marriage-day : 

Count, Which better than the firſt, O dear Heav'a 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O Nature, ceaſe! [blefs, 
Laf. Come on, my fon, in whom my houſe's name 

— Muſt be digeſted : give a favour from you 

To ſparkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 

That the may quickly come. By my old beard, 
[Bertram gives à ring. 

And every hair that's on t, Helen, that 's dead, 

Was a ſweet creature: ſuch a ring as this, 

The laſt time e er ſhe took her leave at court, 


Neceſſitied to help, that by this token 

J would relieve her. Had you that crak 10 reae her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt ? : 

Ber. My gracious Soverei 


gu, 
Howe'er it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
The ring was never her's. 


Count. Son, on my life, 

Pve ſeen her wear it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
At her life's rate. 

Laf. Pm fure I faw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, ſhe never ſaw it. 
In Florence was it from a caſement thrown me, 
3 

2 


4 


h 


Al's well that end; well. 
1 Noble ſhe was, and 


* 


n but when I had ſubſerib d 


j 


E 


mine ho- 
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Having vainly fear'd too little. 
We'll fift this matter further. 


Away with him, 


you ſhall as eafy 


that I huſbanded her bed in Florence, 


If you ſhall prove 
ring was ever her's, 


Ber. 


This 


Prove 


[Exit Bertram guarded. 
V. Enter a Gentleman. 9 


King. I'm wrapp'd in diſmal thinkings. 


SCENE 


ge. 3g. e that end: well. 
Whether ve been to blame or no, I know not: 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath ſome four or five removes come ſhort 
To tender it herſelf, I undertook it, 
Vanquiſſi d thereto by the fair grace and ſpeech 
Of the poor fuppliant, 8 I know, 
Is here attending : her buſineſs looks in her 
With an importing viſage; and ſhe told me, 
In a ſweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your Highnefs with herſelf. 


The King reads a letter. 

| Upon his many proteftations to marry me, außen his wife 
war dead, I bluſh to ſay it, he won me. Now is the 
Count Reufillon a widower, his vows are forfeited to 
me, and my honour's paid to him. He fftole from Flo- 
rence, taking no leave, and I follow him to this coun- 
tiv for juftice : grant it me, O King, in you it beft lies 3 
otherwiſe a ſeducer flouriſhes, and a poor maid is a 


77 


Dix Caruier. 

Laf. J will buy me a fon-in-law in a fair, and toll 
for him: for this, ll none of him. 

Xing. The heavens have thought well on thee, La- 

feu, 
To bring forth this diſcov'ry. Seek theſe ſuitors : 
Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count. 
Euter Bertram. 

I am afraid the life of Helen (Lady) 
Was foully fnatch'd. 

Count. Now juſtice on the doers ! 


King. I wonder, Sir, wives are ſo monſtrous to 


you, 
And that you fy them as you Fear to them; 
Yer you deſire to wed. What woman's that? 
Enter Widow, and Diana. 
Dia. Lam, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from — ancient Capulat; 
My fuit, as I do underſtand, vou know, 

Aud therefore know how far I may be pitied.. 
| G3 


— 


l well that ends well. A& v. 


Wid. I am her mother, Sir, whoſe 


rg 


FTo Bertram. 


F, 


My Lord, this is a fond and 


Ber. 


deſp 
I have laugh'd with: 


let your High- 


fairer prove your honour, 


ji 
; 
. 


; 
1 
a 
7 
i 
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Se. 5. All": well that ends well. =_ 
Conferr'd by teſtament to th' ſequent iſſue, 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife, 
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nr ell that end well. Act v. 


SCENE VI. Enter Paroles. 
Ber. My Lord, I do confeſs the ring was her's. 
King. * 2 — ay Rey Guns 
you !T— 
Is this the man you ſpeak of ? 
Dia. It is, my Lord. 
King. aasee 


you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your maſter, 
Which on your juſt procceding II keep off; 
By him and by this woman here, what know you ? 


80 


Par. Faith, Sir, he did love her; but how ? 

King. How, I pray you ? 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gendeman loves a 
* 

King. How is that ? 

Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not. 

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave; what an 
equivocal companion is this? 

I” and at your Majeſty's com- 


"Lafe He's » good drum, my Lond but der 


by Do you know he promis'd me marriage ? 
Par. Faich, I know more than I'll ſpeak. 
King. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'ſt? 


King. Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unleſs thou cant 


. 


* * 


ny 
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ny they are married: but thou art too fine in thy ei- 
dence; therefore ſtand aſide. This ring, you fay, was 


your's ? 


: 


lern 
171515 
Jong 


pep 
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Dis. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 
He knows I am no maid, and he ll ſwear to t; 
I'll fwear I am a maid, and he knows not. 


I'm either maid, or elſe this old man's wife. | 
| [ Pointing ta Lafen, 

King. She does abuſe our ears: to priſon with her. 
Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, Royal Sir. 

| [Exit Widow. 
The jeweller that owes the ring is ſent for, 
And he ſhall furety me. But for this Lord, 


[Ts Bertram. 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows hi | 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him. 
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82 All's well that ends well. Ad v. 


He knows himſelf my bed he hath deſfil d. 
And at that time he got his wife with child; . 
Dead though ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick: 
So there's my riddle; one that's dead, is quick. 


Hel. No, my good Lord, 
'Tis but a ſhadow of a wife you ſee ; 


| Ber. Boch, both; oh, pardon ! 

Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wondrous kind; there is your ring, 

And look you, here's your letter. This it fays, 
When from my finger you can get this ring, 
9 child, Ac. — owe. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Ber. If the, my Liege, can make me know this 
II love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. ' (elearly, 
Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and you! 
do I fee you living ? 

[Ts the Counteſs. 
Laf. Mine eyes ſmell onions, I ſhall weep anon: 
Good Tom Drum, lend me a hankerchief, 

[Ts Parolles. 
So, I thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make ſport 
with thee : let thy courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 
To make the even truth in re flow: 


If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, 
[72 Diana. 


Chuſe thou thy huſband, and III pay thy dower ; 
For I can gueſs, that, by thy honeſt aid, 


Thou kept'ſt a wife herſelf, thyſelf a maid. 
Of that and all the more and leſs, 
| Refolvedly more leiſure ſhall exprefs : e 


All yet ſeems well; and if it end ſo meet, 
The bitter paſt, more welcome is the fwcet. [Excunt. 


i 
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All's well that ends well: 83 


Saw n= = = 
Spoken by the KING. 


The King's a beggar, nw the play is dene: 

All is well ended, bit ſuit be wor, 

That you expreſs content; which we will pay, 
With ftrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day; 
Our's be your patience then, and your's cur parts; 
Tour gentle hands lend us, and take cur hearts, 


TWELFTH NIGHT; 


or, WHAT You WILL. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON X 


„Dube  Hllyria. | —_ . — Olivia. 

to . 
— pt — 
Valentine, 7 Gentlemen attending | | Olivia, a — vubug tay 


Curio, on the Duke. _ , | 
Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia. — —— 


Ague-cheek, a fooliſo 
knight, pretending tu Oli via. Prieſts, Sailors, Officers, and other 
Ti i | Attendants. 


SCENE, « city on the coaſt of Iris. 
——— 03000000000 000000000* 
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The palace. T 

Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords. þ 
— on; A 
i L 


Give me exceſs of it; that, 


into abatement and low 


minute ; fo full of 
— 


* 


Sc. 2. Twelfth Night, &c. $3 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord? 4 
Dute. What, Curio? a 
Cur. The hart. | 
Due. Why, fo I do, the nobleſt that I have. 
O, when my eyes did fee Olivia firſt, 
Methought ihe purg'd the air of peſtilence ; 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a hart, 
And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, . 
E'er fince purſue me. How now, what news from her? 
| Enter Valentine. 
Val. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
1 But from her handmaid do return this anſwer. 
The element itſelf, till feven years hence, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 
But, like a cloiſtreſs, the will veiled walk, 
4 And water once a-day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine ; all this to feafon 
A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
| And lafting in her fad remembrance, 
* Date. O! ſhe that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will the love, when the rich golden ſhaft | 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elſe 
That live in her? when liver, brain, and heart, 
Three fov'reign thrones, are all ſupply d, and fild, 
(O ſweet perfection I), with one ſelf- ſame King ! | 
Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers; 4 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopy'd with bowers. 
be : [Exeunt. | 
SCENE IL. The ffreet. 
Enter Viola, a Captain, and ſailors. 
> Vio. What country, friends, is this ! 
Cap. IIlyria, Lady. N : 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in IIlyria? 
My brother he is in Elyſium. 


Perchance he is not drown'd; what think you, ſailors ! 
Cap. It is perchance that you y ourſelf were fav'd. 
Vio. O my poor brother ! © ns wa he he. 
Cap. True, Madam : and to comfort you with chance, 

Ver, III. H 


hy 


86 Twelfth Night ; or, Act :. 
Aſſure yourſelf, after our ſhip did 
When you, and that poor number fa 74 with you, 
Hung on our driving boat ; 1 
Mot prorident in peril, bind himſelf 
o a ſtrong maſt, I 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
E hot, po with the wares, 
So long as I could fee. 2 
Vis. For ſaying fo, there's gold. 

Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy ſpeech ferves for authority, 

The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country ? 
Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 

n 

A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 
1 Vio. What is his name ? 
1 Cap. Orfns. 
1 io. Or ino 1 father name him: 
I He was a bachelor then 
1 Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late : 
1 re b : 
1 And then twas freſh in murmur (as you know, 
| What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of) ] 
= That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. SE I 
4 Vio. What's ſhe? 
is Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
x That dy'd ſome twelvemonths fince, then leaving her 
* In the protection of his ſon, her brother, 
Who ſhortly alſo dy'd ; for whoſe dear love, 

They ſay, ſhe hath abjur'd the fight 
j And company of men. 
; 
| 


Vio. O that I ferv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 


ö Till I had made mine on occaſion mellow, : | 
| What my eftate is ! | \ 
Cap. That were hard to compaſs ; 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 
No, not the Duke's. 

Vis. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain; 
And tho” that nature with a beauteous wall 


—— — is —— — — A 


1 houſe. 


SCENE m. An apartment in 
Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 
Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take the 
death of her brother thus ? I am fure care's an enemy 


Sir To. ese 


* 


any s in Illyria, 


T 


$3 Tavel/th Night ; or, Ack .. 
Sir To. Why, he has three thouſand ducats a - year. 
Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe du- 
cats : he's a very fool and a 


Mar. He hath, indeed, —almoſt natural; for b 
ſides that be's a fool, he's a — — and 
he bo ted te het ond eld ouſt he 
hath in quarrelling, tis thought among che prudent, he 
would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are fcoundrels and ſub- 
tractors that ſay fo of him. Who are they? 
E 
in your company. 

Sir To. Wich drinking healths to my niece. I'll drink 
to her as long as there's a paſſage in my throat, and 
drink in Illyria. He's a coward, and a coyſtril, that 
will not drink to my niece till his brains turn o' th” toe 
like a pariſh-rop. What, Wench ? Cauftilians volta o; 
for here comes Sir Andrew Ague check. 


SCENE IV. Enter Sir Andrew. 


Fir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir Toby Belch ? 
Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 
Sir And. Bleſs you, fair ſhrew. 
Mar. And you too, Sir. 
Sir To. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accoſt —— 
Sir And. What's that ? 
Sir Ta. My niece's chambermaid. 
Sir Aud. Good Miſtreſs Accoſt, I defire beer ac. 
aintance. 
Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. 
Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Mary Accoſt, 
Sir To. You miſtake, Knight: Heorft is, front her, 
board her, woo her, aſſail her. 


* In Engliſh, Put on Caftlian countenance ; that is, you: 
grave, ſolemn looks. EM 


Sir And. By my troth, 32 
this company. Is that the meaning of accaſt? 

Mar. Fare you well, 

it 9. i or he her poet fo, Sir Andrew, would 
thou might' never draw ſword again. 

Sir And. An you part fo, Miſtreſs, I would I might 
never draw fword again. Fair Lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand? 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you ſhall have, and here's my 
hand. 


Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free. I pray you, bring 
your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, ſweet heart? what's your me- 

? 

"Mar. It's dry, Sir. 

Sir And. Why, 1 think ſo: I am not ſuch an aſs, 
but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeſt ? 

Mar. A dry jeſt, Sir. 

Sir And. &r re 2B of chew ? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my finger's ends: 
marry, now I let your hand go, I am barren. 

[Exit. Maria. 

Sir Te. O Knight, thou lack'ſt a cup of canary : 
when did I fee thee fo put down ? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unleſs you fee 
canary put me down: methinks ſometimes I have no 
more wit than a Chriſtian, or an ordinary man kas ; 
but I am a great eater of beef, and I believe that docs 
harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No queſtion. 
Sir And. An i thought that, I'd forfwear it. Pl 
ride home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourquoy? my dear Knight ? 

Sir And. What is Pourquoy, do, or not do? I would 
I had beſtowed that time in the tongues that I have in 


fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O had I but fol- 
low'd the arts! 
Sir To. Then hadf{ thou had an excellent head of air. 
Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 
Sir To. Pait queſtion ; for thou ſeeſt it will xct curl 
by nature, 
H 3 


Tavelfih Night ; ar, Act :. 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does 't not? 

Sir To. Excell int! it hangs like flax on a diſtaff; 
and I hope to fee a houſewife take thee between her 
legs, and ſpin it off. | 

Sir And. Faith, I'll home to-morrow, Sir Toby; 
your niece wil! not be ſeen ; or, if ſhe be, it's four to 
one ſhe II none of me: the Duke himſelf here, hard 
by, wooes her. 

Sir Fo. She'll none © thi Duke: ſhe'll not match 
above her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; I 
have heard her ſwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man. 
Sir And. I'll ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow 
©” th' ſtrangeſt mind i th' world. I delight in maſks and 
revels ſometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at theſe kickſhaws, Knight? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatſoever he be, 
under the degree of my betters; and yet I will not 
| with an old man. 

Sir To. . 

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Ser To. And I can cut the mutton tot. 

Sir And. And I think I have the back - trick, ſimply 
as ftrong as any man in IIlyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid? wherefore 
have theſe gifts a curtain before them? are they like to 
take duſt, like Miſtreſs Mall's picture? Why doft thou 
not go to church in a galliard, and come home in a co- 
ranto? My very walk ſhould be a jig ! I would not ſo 
much as make water, but in a cinque-pace. What doft 
thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues in? I did 


* 


in 2 g. Shall we ſet about ſome 
Sir To. What all ln were we not born 
under Taurus? 


Sir. And, Taurus? that's fides and keart. - 
Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee 
thee caper 3 ha! higher: ha, ha !——— excellent. 
| | Excunt. 
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Sc. 5. What you will. 91 


SCENE V. Chanyes to the palace. 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire. 


Val. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards you, 
Cefario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; be hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no 
ſtranger. 

Vis. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love. Is 
he inconftant, Sir, in his favours ? 

Val. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, ard attendant;. 
Vis. I thank you. Here comes the Duke. 
Dube. Who faw C:fario, hoa ? 
Vis. On your attendance, my Lord, here. 
Dake. Stand you a while aloof. Cefario, 
Thou know'ft no lefs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul. 
Therefore, good youth, aid-o{s thy gate unto her; 
Be not deny d acceſs ; ſtand at ker doors, 
And tell them, there tey fixed foot ſhall grow, 
Till thou have audience. 

Via. Sure, my Noble Lord, 
If the be fo abandon'd to her ſorrow 


As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 


Due. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make ynprofited return. 


Vis. Say, I do ſpeak with her, my Lord; what then? 


| Duke. O, then, untold the paſfion of my love; 
her with difcourſe of my dear faith ; 
eee 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aſpect. 

Vis. I think not ſo, my Lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it: 
For they ſhall yet belye thy happy years, 
That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip 
rr 
Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill, and found, 
And all is ſemblauye a woman's part. 


Buh, 
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SCENE VI. Changes ts Olivia's houſe. 
Enter Maria and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or 


1 will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſtle may enter in 


a way of thy excuſe; wy Lady will hang thee for thy 


Chz. Let her hang me; he that is well kang'd in this 
colours 


Mar. Yet you will be hang'd _—_ 
ſent, ar be rs Gay; © is 2 


ing to 
Clo. Marry, 2 good hanging prevents a bad marriage; 
and for turning away, let er bear it out. 


Cle. Apt, in good faith; very apt: well, go thy 
way 3 if ths Tile weld have & drinking, thou wert as 
wity a piece of Eve's fleſh as any in Illyria. 


[Exeunt. 
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. . IWhat yon will. 93 
Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that. Here comes 

my Lady; make your excuſe wiſely, you were beſt. 
[Exit. 


SCENE. VIL Enter Olivia, and Malroio. 
Ch. Wit, and 't be thy will, put me into a good 


ales Tha with Gne Ak Gar hore chan, do very 
oft prove fools; and 1 that am fare I lack thee, may 


paſs for a wiſe man. For what ſays 892 Bet 


Lady! 
Oli. Take the fool 
Cho. Do you not hear, fellows ? take a away the Lady. 
dl. Gow, y* are a dry fool; I'l no more of you; 
you grow diſhoneft. 
Ch. Two fauks, Madona, that drink and good coun- 
will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the 


ſel 
fool not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelf; if 
| e is no longer diſhoneſt ; if he cannot, let 


he 
the botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended, is 
but patch'd ; 14 is but patch'd with 


lamity — = flower : the Lady bade take away 


the fool; therefore I fay again, take her away. 
Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. 


Clo. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady, Ca- 
cullus nan facit monachum ; that's as much as to 4 


I wear noe morley in my brain. Good Madona, give me 
leave to prove you a 
Ji. Can you do it? 
Clo. Dexterouſly, good Madona. 
Oli. Make your proof, 
Clo; I muſt catechiſe you for it, 


_ mouſe of virtue, anſwer me. 


Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idlenefs, I'll bide 


Ch. Good Madona, why mourn'ſ thou ? 
Gli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 
Cl. I think his foul is in hell, Madona. 
Gli. I know his foul is in heav'n, fool. 


ter be a witty fool than a fooliſh wit. bleſs thee, 


Madona ; good my 


Act 1. 
in delay? 
— 
„ Malvolio 
, or 


* 


Twelfth Night ; or, 


10 
alte 


4 —4 foul being in heav'n, Take away the 
Oli. Who of my people hold him 


Mar. Sir T. 


ch. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 


and well attended. 


94 
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Sc. 8. What von will. 


you ſee, Sir, penny. >" GIN. 
diſlike it. 


Clo. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy eldeſt 
fon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſcull Jove cram with brains, 


5 
mater 


SCENE VII. Enter Sir Toby. 
Oli. 6 What is he at 
the gate, uncle ? 
Sir To. A 
Oli. A gentleman ? what 
Sir To. Tis a 


Oh. Uncle, uncle, bow hare you come fo early by 


lethargy ? 
— Letchery ! I defy letchery. There's one at 
what is he ? 


gate. 

Ol. Ay, marry, 
Sir To. Let him be the devil an he will, I care not: 

e . [Exit. 


thou and ſeek the coroner, and dd te” 
my uncle; for he's in the third degree of drink ; he's 
drown'd: go, look after him. 

is 


Cie. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool ſhall 
look to the madman. [Exit Clown. 
Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Madam, yond young fellow ſwears he will 
ſpeak with you. I told him you were ſick; he takes on 
him ſo much, and therefore comes to 
ſpeak with you. I told him you were aileep; he ſeems 
to have a foreknow of that too, and therefore 


3 2 3 


22 
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96 Twelfth Night ; or, Act 1. 
at your door like a ſheriff's poſt *, and be the ſupporter 
5 don. but be ll ſpeak with you. 

Oli. What kind o man is he? 

Mal. Why, of mankind. 

Oli. What manner of man? 

Mal. Of very ill manners; he'll ſpeak with you, 
will you or no. 

Gli. Of what perſonage add years is he ? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young e- 
nough for a boy; as a ſquaſh is beſore 'tis a peaſcod, 
or a codling when tis almoſt an apple: tis with him 
in ſtanding water, between boy ard man. He is very 

well favoured; and he fpeaks very ſhrewiſlily; one 
would think his mother's milk were ſcarce out of him. 


Gli. Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 
Mal. Gentle woman, my Lady calls. LExit. 


SCENE IX. Enter Maria. 


Oli. Give me my vell : come, theow in ofex my free; 
We'll once more hear Orlino's embaſſy. 


Enter Viola. 


Vie. The honourable lady of the houſe, which is the ? 
Oli. Speak to me, I ſhali anſwer for her: your will? 
Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable 


beauty 
l pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of the 


houſe, for I never ſaw her. I would be loth to caſt a- 
way my ſpeech ; for, beſides that it is excellently well 
penn'd, 1 have taken great pains to con it. Good beau- 
ties, let me fuſtain . 


even to the leaſt ſiniſter uſage. 


Oli. Whence came you, Sir? 
Vis. I can fay little more than I have ſtudied, and 


that queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give 


* Heretofore all proclamations by the all i of 
the rates of wages by the julticcs i wo — 
like nature, were ſent to the ſheriff of each county, who was ob- 
liged to promulgate them, not only by cauſing them to be read in 
every market-town, but by affixiug them to ſome convenient place 
within it; for which purpoſe great poſts or pillars were ereacd' in 


each ſuch town, and theſe were called ſberif”s poſts. 


+ Compti3te, for ready to call to account. 
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Sc. 9. What you will. 97 
me modeſt aſſurance, if you be the lady of the houſe, 
that I may proceed in my ſpeech. 


Oli. Are you a comedian? 


Jia. No, my profound heart; a hace 
fangs of malice, I fear I am not that I play. Are you 


te ho? 


Gli. If I do not uſurp myſelf, I am. 
Vis. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp your- 
ſelf; for what is your's to beſtow, is not your's to re- 
ſerve : bur this is from my cmmithon, I will on with 
ſpcech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart 
my 


Oli. Come to what is important in c: I forgive you 
the 


Vis. Alas, 1 took great pains to ſtudy it, and 'tis 


04. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you 
* Ar I heard you were fawcy at my gates; and 
I 'd your approach, rather to wonder at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if you 
have reafon, be brief: tis not that time of the moon 
with me, to make one in fo ſkipping a di 


Mar. Will you hoiſt fail, Sir, here lies your way. 
Vio. No, good ſwabber, I am to hull here a little 
longer. Some mollification for your giant, ſweet Lady. 
Oli. Tell me your mind. | 
Via. Lama 
Oli. Sure you have ſome hideous matter to deliver, 
when the courteſy of it is fo fearful. Speak your of- 
fice. 
Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation of homage; I hold the olive 
in my hand; my words are as full of peace as matter. 


Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what 
would you 


1 
learn d from my entertainment. What I am, and what 
I would, are as ſecret as maiden-head; to your ears, 
divinity ; to any other's, tion. 

Gli. Give us the place alone. [Exit Maria.] We 
will hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text ? 

Vio. Moſt fweet Lady 

Vor. II. 1 
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98 Twelfth Night ; or, Act r. 
Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be faid 

of it. Where lies your text ? 
Vio. In Orſino's boſom. 


Oli. In his boſom ! in what chapter of his boſom ? 


Via. To anfwer by the method, in the firſt of his 
heart, 

Gli. O, I have read in; it is hereſy. Have you 
no more to ſay ? 

Vis. Good Madam, In av fin your hoe. 

Oli. Have you —— from your 3 


Oli. Tis in grain, Sir; "twill endure wind and wea- 


"jo. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on. 
1 N | 


COPY. 
Sir, not. be fo hatd-hearted : I will 
nid Pong wo ng oe ene It ſhall be in- 
ventoried, and every particle and utenſil labell'd to my 
» ſtem, Two lips indifferent red. Item, Two 
gray eyes, with lids to them. Item, One neck, one 
chin, and ſo forth. Were you fent hither to praiſe me ? 
Vio. I fee you what you are; you are too proud; 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and mafter loves you: O, ſuch love 
Could be but recompens ' d, tho” you were crown d 
The nonpareil of beauty! 
Gli. How does he love me? 
Vis. With adorations, with fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with ſighs of fire. 
Cli. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love 


him; 


4 vet I ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him noble, 


Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs veurh 
In voices well divulg'd; free, I:2:n'd, and raliznt; 
* in dimenſion, and the ſhape of nature, 
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Sc. 9. What you will. 99 
A gracious perſon; but yet I cannot love him : 
He might have took his anſwer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 
With ſuch a ſuff ring, ſuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe: 
I would not underſtand it. 

Oli. Why, _——_— 

Vio. Make me a willow cabbin at your 
And call upon my foul within the houſe ; 28 
9 —— 2 


And ſing them loud even in the dead of night: 


Hollow your name to a hills, 
And make the babling goſſip of the air 
Cry out, Clivia! O, you ſhould not reſt 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you ſhould pity me. 
Gli. You might do much: 
What is your parentage ? , 
is. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well + 
I am a gen 
Oli. Get you to your Lord; 
I cannot love him : let him ſend no more; 
Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains; ſpend this for me. 
Vio. I am no fee'd poſt, Lady; keep your purſe : 
My maſter, not myſelf, lacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint that you ſhall love, 
And let your fervour, like my maſter's, be 
Plac'd in contempt ! farewel, fair cruelty. [Exit, 
Oli. What is your parentage ? 
Mbove-my fortunes, yet my ftate is well :'—— 
22 I ll be ſworn thou art. 
y tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, 
Do bes ths infos bazun-—" Not to fall fol 
1 
Unlefs the maſter were the man. How now ? 
Even fo quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfections, 
With an inviſible and ſubtile ſtealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be— 


What ho, Malvolio,— 0 4 254 


I 2 


over me; the 


100 Twelfth Night ; or, Aa 17. 
Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Here, Madam, at your ſervice. 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 


Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 

Ii give him reaſons for't. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. LExit. 
Oli. 1 do I know not what; and fear to find 

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind : 

Fate, ſhew thy force; ourſelves we do not owe; | 

Whar is decreed, mult be; and be this ſo! "[Exit. 


ae r uk 1 
Enter Antonio, and Sebaſtian. 
r 

not that I go with you? 

Seb. By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly 

malignancy of my fate might, perhaps, 

diſtemper your's; therefore I ſhall crave of you your 

Kare, that 1 may bear my evils alone. It were a bad 


Seb. No, footh, Sir ; my determinate voyage is mere 
extravagancy : but I perceive in you ſo excellent a uch 
of modeſty, that e 
S 
ners the rather to expreſs myſelf. You muſt kn of 
me then, Antonio, my name is Sebaſtian; which I call'd 
| Redorigo; my father was that Sebaſtian of ——— 
whom [ hs ws Bo heard of. He left behind 
him, myſelf, and a ſiſter, both born in one hour; if 
the hcay'ns had been plcas'd, would we had fo ended! 
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de your ſervant. 


Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let me 


Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that 
is, kill him whom you have recover d, defire it not. 
Fare you well at once; my boſom is full of kindneſs, 
and I am yet fo near the manners of my mother, that, 
upon the leaft occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales 
of me. I am bound to the Duke Orſino's court; fare- 


wel. [Exit.. © 


Ant. The gentleneſs of all the gods go with thee ! 
I have made enemies in O. ſino's court, 


Elſe would I very ſhortly fee thee there : 
But come what may, I do adore thee fo, ok 
The danger thall feem ſport, and I will go. LExit. 
| SS CHW EE KK 
Enter Viola, and Malvolio, at ſeveral doors. 
Mal. Were not you een now with the Counteſs 
Olivia ? 
Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have 
fince arrived but hither. 
Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; you might 
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your- 


ſelf. She adds, morcover, that you ſhould put your 
Lord into a deſperate aſſurance ſhe will none of 


bim: and one thing more, that you be never fo 


hardy to come again in his affairs, 3 


your Lord's taking of this: receive it ſo. 
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102 Twel/ th Night; . or, A@ 11. 
Vin. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. 
Mal. Come, Sir, you threw it to her, and 

her will is, it ſhould be fo return d: if i be week 

Kooping for, there it lies in your eye; if not, be it his 

that finds it. ory 
Vio. I left no ring with her; what means this lady? 

Fortune forbid my outſide have not charm'd her! 

She made good view of me; indeed, fo much, 

That ſure methought her eyes had croſs'd her tongue; 

For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly. 

She loves me, ſure; the cunning of her paſſion 

Invites me in this churliſſi meſſenger. 

None of my Lord's ring; why, he ſent her none. 

I am the man — If it be fo, (as tis); 

Poor lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 

Diſguiſe, I fee thou art a wickedneſs, 

Wherem the pregnant enemy does much. 

How eaſy is it, for the proper falſe 

In womens” waxen hearts to fet their forms! 

Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 

Fer ford as we ane mad, if ſuch we be. 

How will this fadge ? my maſter loves her dearly, 

And I, poor monſter, fond as much on him; 

«\nd ſhe, miſtaken, feems to doat on me. 

What will become of this! as I am man, 

My ftate is deſperate for my maſter's love ; 

As I am woman, r 

What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time, thou muſt untangle this, nor I; 

It is too hard a knot for me t' unty. FExi#. 


SCENE m. Changer to Olivia's houſe. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 


Sir Tu. Approach, Sir Andrew: norwhe ohet af 


ter midnight, is to be up betimes ; and difuculs ſurgere, 
thou know'ſt, — 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I know, 
to be up late, is to be up late. 
Si Ta. A falſe concluſion: I hate it, as an unfilPd 
can; to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, 
is early; fo that to go to bed after midnight, is to go 


Oh 


*,. 


& 


Se. 3. iat you will. ä 
to bed betimes. Does not our life conſiſt of the four ele- 
ments ? | 

Sir And. Faith, fo they ſay; but I think it rather 


conſiſts of eating and dri 


drin ing. 

Sir To. Th' art a ſcholar, let us therefore eat and drink. 

Maria ! I fay !—a ſtoop of wine. 
Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i faith. 

Ch. How now, my hearts? did you never ſee the 
picture of we three? 

Sir To. Welcome, aſs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaft. 
I had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a Ig, and fo 
ſweet, a breath to ſing, as the fool has. In ſouth, thou 
waſt in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou 
ſpok' ſt of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians paſſing the equi- 


noctial of Pueubus : twas very good, i faith: I ſent thee 
 Gxpenece for thy lemon; hadf it? ; 


Che. I did impeticos thy gratillity ®; for Malvolio's 
nofe is no whip-ſtock. My Lady has a white hand, 


and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. 


Sir And. Excellent :. why, this is the beſt fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a fong | 
Sir To. Come on, there's ſixpence for you, Let's 
have a ſong. | 
Sir did. There's a teſtril of me too; if one Knight 


give — 


Sir To. A love-ſong, a love-ſong. 
Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life. 


Clown fngs. 
O miſtreſs mine, where are you roaming? 
© ftay and hear, your true love's coming, 
That can fing both high and low. 
Trip zo further, pretty fweeting ; G 
| Journeys end in lavers' meeting, 
Every wiſe man's ſon doth know. 


> He means to fay, impecket thy gratuity, 
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104 Twelfth * * 
Sir And. Excellent good, i | 
Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is love? "tis not hereafter : 

Preſent mirth hath preſent laughter : 

' What's to come, is Hill unſure ; 

In decay there lies no plenty: 


Then come kiſs me, feet, and twenty : 
, avill not endure. 


fir Had, A es as I am a true Knight, 
Sir To. A 2 
Sir And. Very CT r faith, 
Sir To. WR hn nach, it 1s dulcet in contagion. 
But ſhall we make the welkin dance, indeed? Shall we 
rouſe the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three 
fouls out of one weaver ? ſhall we do that? 
Sir And. An you love me, let's do't: Lam a dog 
at a catch. 
Clo. By r Lady, Sir, and ſome dogs will catch well. 
Sir And. Moſt certain: let our catch be, Thou knave. 
Cho. Hold thy peace, then bnece, Knight. I ſhall be 
conſtrain'd in t, to call thee knave, Knight. . 
Sir And. "Tis not the firft time I have conſtrain d 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins, Hold thy 


peace. 
Clo. I ſhall never begin if I hold my peace. 
Sir And. Good, 7 few; come, begin. | 
[They feng à catch. 
SCENE IV. Euter Maria. 
Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here? If 
my Lady have not call'd up her ſteward, Malvolio, and 


89 © 


Sir To. = 


r a Catayan, we are 
Malvolio's Remfey, and Three merry mes bene. 
2 ? Am I not of her blood? 
Tilly valley, Loh? there dwelt a man in Babylon, Lady, 
Lady. [ Singing. 

Cle. Beſhrew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well encugh if he be diſpos'd, 
and fo do I too: he does it with a better grace, but I 
do it more natural, 
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Sir To. O, the rwelfth day of December —\ Singing. 
Mar. For the love o God, God, peace. 


- 


1 


you no wit, manners, nor 
tinkers at 4 


1 
4, 
1110 
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Sir To. Shell Pd him go, and ſpare mt? 

Clo. © no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o' time, Sir, ye lye: art thou any more 
than a ſteward ? doſt thou think, becauſe thou art vir- 
tuous, there ſhall be no more cakes and ale ? $5, 


106 Twelfth Night ; or, Act 11. 
means for this uncivil rule; ſhe ſhall know of it by this 
| hand. [ Exit. 
Mar. Go ſhake your ears. 

Sir And. err . det 


1 

the youth of the Duke's was to-day with my Each, th 

ont of quiet. For Monſieur Malvolio, le t me 

alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nay-wor 

make him a common recreation, do not think I 
ve wit 
> 


enough to ene in my bed. I know I 


Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is 2 kind of N 
Sir Aud. O,. if 1 thought that, I'd beat him like « 


En. What, for being a Puritan? thy exquiſite rea- 
fon, dear Knight. 
_ Sir tad. t have no exquifte reaſon for's, but I have 
reaſon good enough. 
Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or 
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Sir And. I have t in my noſe too. 


Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece, and that ſhe is in 
love with him. 

Mar. My purpoſe is, indeed, a horſe of that colour. 
— And your horſe now would make him an 


Mar. Afs, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O, "will be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know my phy- 
fe wid ward. wid im. I will plant you two, and let 
the fool make a third, where he ſhall find the letter: 
obſerve his conſtruction of it : for this night to bed, and 
dream on the event. Farewel. [ Exit. 

Sir To, Good night, Pentheſilea. 

Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir Ts. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that ad- 
ores me; what o' that? 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, Knight: thou hadft need fend 
for more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul 
way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, Knight; if thou haſt her 
not i th” end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If 1 do not, never truft me, take it how 
you will. 

Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome ſack, tis too 
late to go to bed now: come, L; come, Knight. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Changes ts the palace. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 
Duke. Give me ſome muſic ; now, good morrow, 


Now, good Ceſario, but that piece of ſong, [ friends : 


That old and antique fong, we heard laſt 3 
Methought it did relieve my paſſion much 

More than light airs, and recollected * terms 
Of theſe moit briſſæ and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one v 


—— for Pack. 


* 


tos Twelfth Night ; or, Aa 11. 

Cur. He is not here, fo pleaſe your Lordihip, that 
ſhould fing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? i 

Cur. Feſte the jeſter, my Lord; a fool that the La- 
dy Olivia's father took much delight in. He is about 
1 4 

[Exit Curio. [Muſic 

Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
In the ſweet pangs of it remember me; 
For ſuch as J am, all true lovers are; 
Unſtaid and fkittiſh in all notions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doſt thou like this tune? 

Vio. It gives a very echo from the feat 
«© where love is thron'd. 


Dute. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. 
My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome favour that it loves: 
Hath it not, boy ? 
Vis. A little, by your favour. 
Duke. What kind of woman is t? 
Vio. Of your complexion. 
Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, i faith! 
Vis. About my Lord. 


your years, 
Due. Too old, by Heaven; let ftill the woman take 


„ An elder than herſelf, fo wears ſhe to him; 

% So {ways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 5 
For, boy, however we do praiſe ourſelves, 

More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 


Being once diſplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 
Vio. And fo they are: alas, that they are fo, 

To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 

Enter Curio, and Clown. 


Duke. O fellow, come; the ſong we had laſt night — 
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Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain; 


The fpiniters and the knitters in the fun, 


And the free maids that weave their thread with 
« Do uſe to chant it: it is filly ſooth, [ bones, 
«© And tallies with the innocence of iove, 
« Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready, Sir? | 
Duke. Ay; pr'ythee, ſing. LMaſſc. 
. 
* Come away, came away, death, 
* And in fad cypreſs let me be laid ; 
Fly dard, fly away, breath; 
am flain by a fair cruel meil. 
« My forowd of white, fuel all with Jew, 
* CJ, prepare it. 


& Ny part f death no ene ſo true 
* dene e it. 


:t 4 floxer, not a fiower feweet, 

on ph my black cofiin let there be * 
« Nt a friend, nat a friend greet 

« Ny poor corps, where my "Janes Hall be thrown. 
@ F — thouſand fighs te fave, 

& Lay me, O where 
% True lever never find my grave, 

«© To weep there. 


Duale. There's for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains, Sir: I take pleaſure in ſinging, Sir. 

Date. III pay thy pleature then. 

Clo. Truly, Sir, and pleafure will be paid one time 
or other, 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now the melancholy God protect thee, and the 
tailor make thy doublet of changeable taflata, for thy 
mind is a very opal. I would have men of ſuch con- 
ſtancy put to ſea, that their buſineſs might be every 
thing, and their intent no where; for thar's it chat al- 
ways makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewel. 

L Ex. 
A precious ſtone of almoſt all colours. Mr. Fypc. 
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Dale. Let all the reſt give place. Ouce more, Ce- 


ſario, 
Ger thee to yond ſame ſovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 
The parts that Fortune hath be ftow'd upon her, 
Tell her, I hold as giddily as Fortune: 
But 'tis that miracle, and qucen of gems, 
That Nature pranks, her mind, attracts my ſoul, 
Vis. But ii ſhe cannot love you, Sir 
Duke. I cannot be fo anfwer'd. 
Vis. Sooth, but you muſt. 
Say, that fome lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you bave for Olivia: you cannot love her; 
You tell her ſo ; muſt ſhe not then be anſwer's? 
Dule. There is no woman's fices 
Can bide the beating of fo ſtrong a paſſion, 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite : 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
That ſuſfers ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt: 
But mine is all as hungry as the fea, 
And can digeſt as much; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear * 


And that I owe Olivia. 


Vis. Ay, but I know 
Dale. What doſt thou know? 
Vis. Too well what love women to men may owe; 
In faith, they are as true of hcart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
= it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I ſhould your Lordihip. 
Duke. And what's her hiſtory ? 
Via. A blank, my Lord: ſhe never told her ! love, 
© But let concealment, ke a worm i' th' bud, 
Feed on her damatl check: fhe pin'd in theuLke ; 
„And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She lat like Patience oa a monument, 


„ „ 


4 
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* Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed? 
We men may ſay more, ſwear more, but, indeed, 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in eur vows, but Ittle in our love. 
Duke. But dy'd thy filter of her love, my boy? 
Vio. I'm all the daughters of my father's houſe, 
And all the brothers too and yet I know net 
Sir, ſhall 1 to this Lady? 
Dale. Ay, that's the theme. 
To her in haſte; give her this jewel: fay, 
My love can give no place, bide no deray. [Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. Changes to Clivia's garden. 
Enter Sir Toby. Sir Andrew, ard Fabian. 


Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 
Fab. Nay, IA come; if I loſe a ſeruple of this ſport, 
let me be build to death with melancholy. 
Sir To, Would'ſt thou not be clad to have the nig- 
gardly raſcally theep-biter come by ſome nctable ſhame ? 
Fab, I would exult, man; you know he brought me 
out of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting here. 
Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again 
and we will fool him black and blue; ſhall we not, Sir 


Andrew? 


Sir aud. An we do not, it's pity of our lives. 
= Euter Natia. 
Sir To. Here comes the little villain ; how now, my 


nettle of India? 


Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree; Malvolio's 
coming down this walk, he has been yonder i' th” fun 
priaftiting behaviour to his own ſhadow this half-hour. 
Obferve him, for the love of mockery ; for I know 
this letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. Cloſe, 
in the name of jefting ! Le thou there; for here comes 


the trout that muſt be cauglit with tickling. 


[Throws daun a letter, and Exit. 
SCENE VIII. Enter Malvolio. 


Aal. Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told mc, ſhe did affect a; and I have heard herſcltf 
_ 


112 Twelſid Night ; or, Ac 11. 
come thus near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one 


of my co * ion. Belides, ſie uſes me wich a more 


nd reſpect, than any cue elſe that follows her. 
What Motil think ont? 


Sir 76, Here's an over-weaning rogue. 

Fab. O, peace: contemplation males a rare turkey- 
cock of him; how he jets urder Eis advanc'd plames ! 

Sir And. "Sl; ile, I could io beat the rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I fav. - 

Atal. To be Count Mal: 232 

Sir Te. Ah, rogue ! 

Sr nd. Piftet him, piſtol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Rlal. There is example for't : the lady of the Trachy'* 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe, 

Sir Aud. Fie on him, Jezebet ! 

Tab. O, peace, now he's deeply in; look how ima- 

ination blows him. 


Mal. Having been three months married to her, fit- 


ting in my ſtare 
Sir 75. O for a itone-bow to hit him in the eye ?— 
Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 

velvet gown; having come down from a day-bed, where 


I have left Oliria ſlceping. 


Sr To, Fire and brimſtone! 

Fab. O, peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humour * and at- 
ter a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know my 
place, as I would they ſhould do thus —rto aſk for 
my uncle Toby- 

Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles ! 

Fa. Ch, peace, peace, peace; now. now. 

Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ſtart 
make out for bim: I frown the while, and perchance 
wind up my watch, cr play with ſome rich you. Toby 
approaches, curtſies there to me. 

Sir Ts. Shall this fellow live? 

Fab. Tho' our filence be drawn from us with cares, 
yet, peace. 


* that is, Thrace. Tt was common to uſe the article the before 


names of places. And this was no improper inituace, wbere tic 
ſcenc was in IIlyria. 


e 
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Mal. I extend my hand to him thus; quenching my 
familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controul. 
Sir Ts. And docs not Toby take you a blow o' th 
lips then ? 
Mal. Saying, Uncle Toby, my fortunes having caſt 
me on your niece, give me this prerogative of ſpeech— 
Sir To. What, what? 
Mal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſs. 
Sir To. Out, ſcab ! | 
Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our 


Mal. e 
with a foolith Knight 
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 
Mal. One Sir Andrew, 
Sir And. I knew, tis I; for many do call me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here ? 
| [ Taking up the letter. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace! now the ſpirit of humours inti- 
mate reading alou to him ! 

Mal. By my life, this is my Lady's hand: theſe be 
her very C's, her U's, and her T's, and thus makes 
ſhe her great P's, It is, in contempt of queſtion, her 
hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her L's, and her T's: why that ? 

Mal. To the unknown below'd, this, and my g 
ai her; her very phraſes. By your leave, wax. Soft! 
and the impreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſlie uſes to 
feal ? 'tis my Lady: to whom ſhould this be? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mal. Jade knows I love, but who, lips do not move, 
no man muſt ln No man muſt know what fol- 
lows ; the number's alter'd no man muſt know 
if this ſhould be thee, Malvolio ? h 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, Brock ! 

Mal. F may command where I adore ; but filence, 

like a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodleſs ftroake my heart d:th gore, M. O. A. I. 
doth fray my life. 

Fab. A fuſtian riddle. 

Sir To. Excellent wud. fay I. 


K 3 


quel; that ſuſfers under probation: A ſhould follow, 
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Mal. M. 9. 4. I. doch fwa life—nay, bur ſirſt 
let me ſee—let me fee— PE 


Fab. What a diſh of poiſon has the dreſs'd him? 

Sir To. And with what wing the ſtanyel checks at it? 

Mal. I may command where I aore. Why, the may 
command me: I ferve her, ſhe is my lady. Why, this 
is evident to any formal“ capacity. There is no ob- 
ſtruction in this—and the end—what ſnould that alpha- 
betical poſition portend ? If I could make that reſemble 
ſomething in me? ſoftly,.— A. 0. J. J. 

Sir Ts. O, ay! make up that; he is now at a cold 
feont. 

Lab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho? it be as 


rank as a fox. 


Mat. 1!.—Malcolic—J.——why, that begins 


my name. 


Fab. Did not I ſay, he walls work it out: the cur is 
excelient at faults. 


Mal. M. Fur then there is no conſonancy in the ſe- 


but D does. 
Fai. And 2 fall end, I hope. 
Sir To. Ay, or Fil cudgel him, and make him cry, 


Mil. And then I comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an vou had any eye behind you, you might 
fee more detraction at your heels than fortuncs befure 
YOu, 

Mal. M. 9. A. I—This fimulation + is not as the 
former—aad yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow to 
me, for every one of theſe letters is in my name, Soft, 
bere follows proſe if this fall into thy hand, re- 
volve. In my flars 1 am above thee, but be nit afraid 
of greatneſs ; forme are bern great, ſore atchieve great- 
24, and ſente have greatneſs thruſt ubonthem, Thy fates 
oben their hands, let thy blzed and ſpirit embrace them ; 
and, ta enure thyſelf te what thou art life ie be, cat thy 
bumble ſlough, and appear freſh. e oppoſite with a kinſ- 
man, ſurly with fervauts : let thy tongue tang arguments 


of flaic ; put thyſelf into the trick of ſingularity. She thus 


®* Formal, for common. 


Dm Cm ; 


C. 
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adviſes thee, that fighs for thee, Remember abo commend- 
ed thy yellow ftockings, and aui d d fee thee ever crofs- 


gartered. [ fay, remember; g2 te, thau art made, if 


thou defireſt ta be ſo ; if not, let me fee thee a fleward fill, 
the fellow of ſervants, and not worthy te touch Fortune's 
ngers. Farewel. She that would alier fercices with 
thee, the fortunate and hafpy. Day-light and champ:an 
diſcover no more : this is open. 1 will be proud, 1 
will read politic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will 
waſh off groſs acquaintance, I will be point deviſe, the 
very man. I do not now fool myſelf, to let imagina- 
tion jade me; for every reaſon excites to this, that my 
Lady loves me. She « did commend my yellow ſtock- 
ings of late, ſhe did praiſe my leg, being croſs-garter'd, 
and in this ſhe manifeſts herſelf to my love, and with a 
kind of injunction drives me to theſe habits of her li- 
king. I thank my ſtars, I am happy: I will be ſtrange, 
ſtout, in yellow ſtockings, and eroſs- garter d, even with 
the Coifeneſs of putting on. Jove and my ſtars be prai- 
fed Here is yet a poſtſcript. Thou canſt not chuſe 
but know who I am; if thou entertaineſt my love, let it 
appear in thy ſmiling ; thy ſmiles became thee wy There- 
ore in ence ſtill finite, dear my fweet, I priythee. 
f — 2 I will — will — 
thing — thou wilt have me. LExit. 
Fab. I will not give my part of this ſport for a pen- 
ſion of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 
Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 
Sir Aud. So could I too. 
Sir To. And aſk no other dowry with ker, but ſuck 
another jeſt. 


SCENE HK. He + diate. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy foot o my neck? 

Sir And. Or o mine either? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and 
become thy bond-ſlave ? 

Sir Ard. I faith, or I either? 

Sir To. Why, thou haſt put him in ſuch a dream, that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
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Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him ? 
Sir To. Like aqua vite with a midwife, 

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the ſport, 
mark his firſt approach before my Lady ; he will come 
to her in yellow ſtockings, and 'tis a colour ſhe abhors ; 
and croſs-garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteſts; and he will 
ſmile — which will now be ſo unſuitable to ber 
diſpoſition, being addicted to a melancholy, as the is, 
that it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt, If 
you will fee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar ; thou moſt excel- 
lent devil of wit! 

Sir And. I'll make one too. [Exeunt. 


ACTYT Wm  LSECERMWELs HL 
Olivia's garden. 
Enter Viola, and Clown. 


Vis. CtAve thee, friend, and thy muſic. Doſt thou 


live by thy tabor ? 

Clo. No, Sir, I live by the church. 

Vis. Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo. No ſuch matter, Sir; I do live by the church; 
for I do live at my houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand by 
the church. 

Vis. So thou may'ſt ſay, the King lies by a beggar, 
E or the church ſtands 
thy tabor, if * thy tabor ſtand by the church. e 

Clo. You have faid, Sir; to fee this age !——A ſen- 
tence is but a chev'ril glove * to a good wit; how 
quickly the wrong fide domme outward ! 

Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Cl. ne . 
Sir. 

Vis. Why, man? | 

Clo. Why, Sir, her name's 2 word; and to dally 
with that word, might make my aer wanton ; but 


* A glove made of a kid's thin, 
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indeed words are very raſcals, ſince bonds diſyrac'd them. 

Vis. Thy reafon, man? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words; 
and words are grown fo falſe, I am loth to prove rea 
fon with them. 

Vis. 1 warrant thee act a merry fullaw, and carcit for 
nothing. 

Ch. Not fo, Sir, 1 do care for : but, in 
my conſcience, Sir, I 2 if that be 
to care for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you in- 
viſible 

io. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's fool . 
ſhe will hep no fool, Sir, till he be nuns, wad 
fools are as like huſbands, as pilchers are to herrings ; 


the huſband's the bigger; I am, indeed, not her fool, 
but her corrupter of words. 


a I faw thee late at the Duke Orſino s. 
Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like the 


®.q it ſhines every where. I would be forry, Sir, but 
the fool ſhould be as oft with your maſter, as with my 
miſtreſs : I think I faw your wiſdom there. 

Vis. Nay, an thou pais upon me, I'll no more with 


thee. >> cad Bir Ge. 


[Gives him a ag 2 money. 
Ch. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, fend 


| thee a beard! 


Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almoſt fick for 
one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is 
thy lady within! 

Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 

Vis. Yes, being kept together, and put to ute. 

Clo. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, to 
bring a Creſſida to this Troilus. 

Vis, L underſtand you, Sir, tis well begg'd. 

Cle. The matter, I hope, is not great, Sir; beg- 
ging but a beggar. Creſlida was a beggar. My Lady 
is within, Sir, I will conſter to them whence you come; 
who you are, and what you would, is out of my wel- 
kin; I might fay, element; but the word is * 

xt. 
is, This fellow is wiſe endugh to play the fool, 
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And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit: 
He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jefts, 
The 2 of the perſons, and the time; 
And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eve. This is a practice, 
As full of labour as a wiſe man's art: 5 
For folly, that he wiſely ſnews, is fit ; 
But wiſe mens folly-fall'n, quite taints their wit. 
. 
Euter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Save you, Gentleman. 
Vio. And you, Sir. 
Sir To. Dieu vous guarde, Monfienr. 
Vio. Et vous auſſi ; voſtre ſerviteur. 
Sir To. I hope, Sir, you are; and I am your's. 


Will you encounter the houfe ? my niece is deſirous you 
ſhould enter, if your trade be to her. 


Vio. I am bound to your niece, Sir; 1 mean, ſhe ie 


the liſt of my voyage. 
Sir To. Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to motion. 
Vio. My legs do better underſtand me, Sir, than I 
underſtand what you mean by bidding me tafte my legs. 
Sir Te. I mean, to go, Sir, to enter. 
Vio. I will anfwer you with gate and entrance; but 
Enter Olivia and Maria, 
Moft excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the heav'ns rain 
odours on you ! | 
Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier ! rain 


500 rs? 


Vis. My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to your 
own molt pregnant * and vouchſafed ear. 

Sir 4nd. Odours, pregnant, and vouchſafed : — 
Tu get em all three ready. 
Oui. Let the garden-door be ſhut, and leave me to my 


hearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 


SCENE II. 
Pregnant, for ready, 


CY 


Sc. 3. Mat you will. 110 
Vis. Ny duty, Madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 
Oli. What is your name ? 

Vis. Cefario is your ſervant's name, fair Princeſs. 
Gli. My fervant, Sir? Twas never merry world, 

Since lowly feigning was cali'd compliment : 

Y are fervant to the Duke Orſino, youth. 

Vis. And he is your's, and his muſt needs be your's : 

Your fervant's fervant is your ſervant, Madam, 

Oli. For him, I think not on him: for his thoug 

Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me! 


Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thou 
On his behalf. = 


Oli. O, by your leave, pray you 
I bade you never ſpeak again of him. 
But would you undertake another ſuit, 
Fd rather hear you to ſolicit that, 
Than muſic from the ſpheres. 

Vis. Dear Lady, 

Oli. Give me Icave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
After the laſt inchantment you did hear, 


A ring in chace cf you. So did I abuſe 
| Mrſelf, my fervant, and, I fear me, you; 


Under your hard conſtruction muſt I fir, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 


Which you knew none of your's. What might you 
think ? 


Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 


That eguanzend Tenet axe hank 2 to one of your recei- 


ving * 
Enough is ſhewn 3 a cyprus, not a boſom, 
Kides my poor heart. So let us hear you ſpeak. | 
Vio. I pity you. 
Oli. That's a degree to love. 
ic. No, not a grice : for tis a vulgar proof, 
Thar very oft we pity enemies. 
Oli. Why then, methinks, tis time to ſmile again; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 
It one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf! [Clock ſtrilet. 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time. 


. 6 to one of your ready apprehenſion, 
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Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 

And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 

There hes your way, due weſt. 

Viz. Then weſtward hoe: 
Grace and good diſpoſition attend your Ladyſhip! 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ? 

Oli. Stay; pr'ythee tell me, what thou think'ſt of me? 

Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 

Gli. If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 

Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am. 

Oli. I would you were as I would have you be! 

Vio. Would it be better, Madam, than I am? 

J with it might, for now I am your fool. 

Oli. O, what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 

In the contempt and anger of his lip! 
A murd'rous guilt thews not itſelf more ſoon, 
Than love that would ſeem hid: love's night is noon. 

Ceſario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 

By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
12 that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide. 

Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 

For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe: 
Bur rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter ; 

Love ſought is good, but given unſought is better. 

Vio. By maccence I ſwear, — 
J have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor never noue 
Shall miſtreſs be of it, 111 
And ſo adieu, good Madam; never more 
Will I my maſter's tears 2 deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again; for thou, perhaps, a 


move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 
[Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
Changes to an apartment in Olivia's houſe. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Sir And. No, faith, Fil not ſtay a jot longer. 
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Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon. 
Fab. You mult needs yield your reaſon, Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Marry, I faw your niece do more favours to 

the Duke's ſerving- man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd on me. 

I ſaw t i th orchard. | 
Sir To. Did ſhe fee thee the while, old boy ? tell me 

that. ; 
Sir And. As plain as I ſee you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to- 
wards you. 

Sir And. Slight! will you make an afs o- me ? 
Fab. I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths 

13 Wa 
Sir To. And they have grand-jurymen ſince be- 

n 
Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your fight, 

only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe va- 

lour, to put fire in your heart, and brimſtone in your 
liver. You ſhould then have accoſted her with fome 
excellent jeſts fire-new from the mint; you ſhould have 
bang'd the youth into dumbneſs. This was look'd for 
at your hand, and this was baulk d. The double gilt of 

this opportunity you let time waſh off, and you are 
nee my Lady's opinion; 

„ where you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's 

« becrd,” unleſs you do redeem it by ſome laudable at- 

. 

Sir And. An t be any way, it muſt be with valour;. 


for policy 1 hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a 


Sir To. Why then, build me thy fortunes upon the 
baſis of valour; challenge me the Duke's youth to 
fight with him; hurt him in eleven places; my niece 
ſhall take note of it; and aſſure thyſelf, there is no 
Jove-broker in the world can more prevail in man's 
commendation with woman than report of valour. 

„ „ ; 
N enge to 

Sir To. Go, write in a martial hand; be curſt and 
brief : it is 10 matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and 
full of invention taunt him with the licence of ink; 
Vor. III. L 


Fab. We ſhall have a rare letter from him ; but you'll 
r t. 


you i 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reſt of th a- 


natomy. 
Fab. And his oppoſite, the youth, becenie his vitigs 
—— 57 
Euter Maria. 


Sir To. Look, vine te man wn of che 


| Mar. Moſt villanouſly; like a pedant that 
ſchool? te church: 12 po bt pow 


. 


+1 


* The vren is remakable for kying many eggs at a time, 


ten, and ſometimes more: and as ſhe is the ſmalleſt of birds, the 


OS ins 6 domed ants Bree de ike label which 


5s che image intended here to be given of Maria, 


therer. He does obey every point of the 22 


„Fr. . pr 


mm wAarmMQ. UO© 


- by 


PIX C5 I > 


What you will. 


SCENE VI. Changes to the ffreet. 


77 
Tis 


| 
- 
75 
E 
3 


1175 
Hr: 


| 


; 
. 


Tr 
5 


124 Twelfth Night ; or, Act 111. 

I did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note, indeed, 

That were [I ta'en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 
Seh. Belike you flew great number of his people. 
Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 

| Albeit the quality of the time and 

Might well have given us bloody argument : 

It might have fi-ce been anſwer'd in repaying 

What we took from them, which, for traffic's ſake, 

Moft of our city did. Only myſelf ſtood out; 

For which, . this place, | 

I ſhall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. - Hold, Sir, here's my purſe, 
os Ine os Ms 

2 I will beſpeat cur det, . 

Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your knowledge 

With vie xo penn "there ſhall you have me. 

Seb. 

Ant. 


In 
Is be 


1 think, — ups hey Sir. 
a . and leave you for 
hour. 


Ant. To th' — 5 

Seb. I do remember.  [Exenunt. 

SCENE VIE. Changes to Olivia's houſe. 
Enter Olivia, and Maria. 


Ol. I have ſent after him; he ſays be'll come; 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him ? 


18 — 
Where is Malvolio ? he is fad and civil, | 
r 
Where is Malvolio ? 


Mar. He's r in very firang 


He i fare poſſeſs'd, Madam. 
"0k. Miles ater he —— 


Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but bade: your 


” 


2 MO 


. 


Yes, ni 
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ip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come ; ſure the man is tainted in his wits. 
Oi. Go call him hither. 


Enter Malvolio. 


— 


125 


I'm as mad as he, 
If fad and merry madneſs equal be. 
How now, Malvolio ? 
Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. {| Smiles fantaſtically. 
Gli, Smut thou? I ſent for thee upon a fad occa- 
** | 
Mal. Sad, Lady? I could be fad; this does make 
ſome obſtruction in the blood ; this croſs-gartering ; but 


_ whatof it? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with me as 


the very true ſonnet is: Pleaſe one, and pleaſe alt 

Oli. Why? how doſt thou, man? what is the mat- 
ter with thee ? 

Mal. Not black in my mind, tho? yellow in my legs: 
it did come to his hands, and commands ſhall be exe- 
cated. I think we do know that ſweet Roman hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

Mal. To bed? ay, fweet heart; and II come to 
thee. 

Oli. God emafine Gee? why Gal thes Guile h, nd 
kiſs thy hand ſo oft? 

Mar. How do you, Malvclio ? 

Mal. At your requeſt ? 
anſwer daws ! 


Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneſs 
) 


my : | 
Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs. —"Twas well writ. 
Oi. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvolio ? 
Mal. Some are born great 
Oli. Ha? 


Mal. Some atchieve gr 
di. What fay'ft thou? 
Mal. And ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them— 
Oli. Heav'n reſtore thee ! 
Mal. Remember, who commended tay yellow ſtock- 
0k. Thy yellow ſtockings ? 
| Hal. And wiſh'd vo fee thee ct E — 
2 


\ 
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0. Croſa- garter d? 
. 


Chi. Am I made? 

Mal. If not, let me fee thee a fervant ſtill. 

Oli. Why, this is a very midſummer-madneſs, 

| Enter Servant. 

Orſino's is return d; I could hardly intreat him back; 
he attends your Ladyſtip's pleaſure. 2 
Oli. I'll come to him. Good Maria, let this fellow 
de look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby? let ſome of my 
e 
im miſcarry for half of my dowry. a © 
= SCENE VM. 


_ Mal. Oh, oh! do you come near me now? no worſe 
man than Sir Toby to look to me! this concurs directly 
with the letter; ſhe ſends him on purpoſe that I may 
appear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to that in 
the letter. Caſt chy humble flough, fays ſhe;—be op- 
polite with a * = ſervants, — let thy 
tongue with arguments of ftate, put thyſelf into 
the wick of ſingularity; — and conſequently ſets down 


the manner how; as a fad face, a reverend carriage, a 


no tongue, in the habit of ſome Sir of note, and fo 
forth. I have lim'd her; but it is Jove's doing, and 
Jove make me thankful! and when the went away 
now, let this fellow be look'd to: Fellow! not Malva- 
lo, not after my degree, but fellow. Why, every 
thing adheres together, that no dram of a ſeruple, no 
ſcruple of a ſcruple, no obſtacle, no incredulous or un- 
fafe circumſtance — what can be faid ? nothing 

can be, can come between me and the full ect 
my hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, 
and he is to be thanked, 


SCENE IX. Enter Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 
Sir Je. Which way is he, in the name of ſanctity? If 
all the devils in hell be drawn in lietl, and Legion him- 
fell paſſeis d him, jet I'll ſpeak to him, 


mY F © 


8. B 


Fa 


oe 


n 


TH. 


EE SHAEELEAL LAS SS i td 


CNTR 
. Go 


go off. 
BETTS hon tice he Gund Gents white Mie 1 
not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to 
care of him. 
Mal. Ah, ha! does ſhe fo? 
e 


me alone. How do you, 


Mal- 
volio ? how is't with you? -— > __— 
couſider, he's an enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you fay ? 

Mar. La, you! if you ſpeak ill of the devil, how 


> dk Pray God he be not be- 


Fab. OR ane, 


2 4 | 
Mal. . prayers, minx 


No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godli 
Mal. Go hang yourſelves all: you are idle ſhallow 


things. I am not of your clement; you ſhall know 


hereafter. 
"a Fo. Iz t poſlible ? | * 


he is, here he is; üs 


off; I diſcard you; let me enjoy my pri- 


to; peace, peace, we muſt deal 


Fab. Why, we ſhall make him mad, indeed. 
Mar. The houſe will be the quieter. 
Sir To. Come, ve, M hare him in a dark room and 


SCENE X. —_ a. 


Fab. More matter for a May morning 
Sir And. . I warrant 
there s vinegar and in t. 
Fab. Is 't fo ſawey? 
Sir And. 1 I warrant him: do but read. 
Sir To. Give = [Sir Toby reads. 
Touth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fellow. 
Fab. Se 
Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I 
do call thee ſo; for I will hew thee no reaſon for t. 
_ A good note; that keeps you from the blow of 
the law. 
Sir To. my ett emer and in my fight 


ſhe uſer thee hind 


#he matter I challenge thee for. 


Fab. Very brief, and 


Sir To. Thou kilPft me like a rogue and a villas. 
Fab. Still you keep o' tht wi ide of the Jaw: 


Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon one of 
our ſeals : be may have mercy upon mine, but my hope ts 
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better, and ſo look to thyſelf. Thy friend as thou uſeſt him, 
and thy | enemy, Au Dm] AGUE-CHEERK. 
Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: 
I'll ge W him. : 
Mar. You may have very fit occaſion ſor t: he is 
now in ſome commerce with my Lady, and will by and 


by depart. 
Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, _—_—— 


[Exe 


excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
2 is wed Tod her > anon from a 


„I will deliver his challenge by 
eport 


ror in the 


"my 


; 


© 


SCENE XI. Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece ; give them 
way, till he take leave, and preſently after him. 

. 


Vis. Wick the fame 'haviour that your paſſon bears, 
Goes on my maſter's grief. | 
. Here, wear this jewel for me, i my picture; 


— 
NA rr [ Exit. 
SCENE XI. Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. 


Sir To. Gentleman, God fave thee. 
Vio. And you, Sir. 


Sir To. That defence thou haſt, 2 to t; of 
what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, 1 know 
not; but thy interpreter, full of deſpight, bloody as 
the hunter, attends thee at the orchard- end; diſmount 


any i offence done to any man. 
Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; there- 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 


Vie. 1 pray you, Sir, what is he ? 

Sir To. He is Knight, dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, 
and on carpet conſideration; but he is a devil in private 
brawl; fouls and bodies bach he divorc'd three; and 


that qui 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itſelf 

a very competent injury; get you on, and 
— Back you ſhall not to the houſe, 


i 
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not hurt you, Come oa, to t. [They draw. 
Sir Aud. Pray God he keep his oath ! | 


SCENE XIV. Enter Anthonio. 


the fault on mc; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [ Drawing. 
Sir To. You, Sir? why, what are you ? 
Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
'Than you have heard him brag to you he will. | 
Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 
U 


Fab. O Sir Toby, hold; here come the officers, 
Sir To. I'll be with you anon. 5 | 

© Vie. Pray, Sir, put your ſword up, if you pleaſe. - 

[Ta Sir- Andrew - 

Sir And. Marry, will I, Sir; and for that I promis 


n 


. 


Sc. 13. 
you, I'll be as good as my word. He will bear you 


7 
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eaſily, and reins well. 
1 Off. This is the man; do thy office. 
2 . Antonio, Iarreft thee at the ſuit of Duke Or- 


Ant. You do miſtake me, Sir. [fino. 
. 1 Gf. No, Sir, no jot: I know your favour well; 


What will you do? now my | 

Makes me to aſk you for my purſe. It grieves me 

Much more for what I cannot do for you, 

Than what befals myſelf: you ſtand amaz'd, 

But be of comfort. 
2 Off. Come, Sir, away. 
Ant. | muſt intreat of you ſome of that money. 
Vio. What money, Sir ? | 

For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 


me 
Is 't poſſible that my deſerts to you 
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— 
What 's that to us? the time away. 

Ant. But oh, 1 

Thou haft, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame. 
In nature there 's no blemiſh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform d, but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil 

Are empty trunks, o'erflouriih'd by the devil. 

x Of. The man grows mad, away with him : 
Come, come, Sir. | 
Ant. Lead me on. [Exit Antonio with Officers. 
Vio. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, 
That he believes himſelf; fo do not I: 

— 1 true, 5 * prove true, 
That I, dear brother, be now ta en for you ! 

Sir Te. Come hither, Knight ; come hither, Fabian ; 
we'll whiſper o'er a couplet or two of moſt fage faws. 

Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glafs ; even ſuch, and ſo 
In favour was my brother; and he went 
Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament ; 

For him I imitate : oh, it it prove, 


Tempeſts are kind, and falt waves freſh in love. FExit, 


Sir To. A very diſhoneſt pairry bey, and more a 
coward than a hare; his diſhoneſty appears in leaving 
his friend here in neceſlity, and denying him; and for 
his county, aſk Fabian. 


Fab. A cowaid, a moſt devout coward, religious 
in it. 

Sir Aud. Sid, I'll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir Te. Do, cuff him foundly, but never draw thy 


word. 
[Exit Sir Andrew. 


Sir And. An] do not, 
Fab. Come, let's fer the event. 

Sir Ta. I dare lay any money, "twill be nothing yet. 
[Exeunt. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Eater Sebaſtian, and Clown. 
c. Wy” you make me beliere that I am not ſent 
for you ? 

Seb. Go to, 28. thou art a fooliſh fellow. Let 
me be clear of thee. 

Clo. Well held out, i' faith: no, I do not know you; 

nor I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come 
da adders nor your name is not Mafter Ceſaris; 
nor this is not my no{e neither ; nothing that is fo, is fo. 

Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly ſome where elle ; 
thou know'ſt not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly !——he has heard that word of 
ſome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly! I am afraid this great lubber the world will 
prove a cockney : I pr'ythee now, ungird thy ſtrange- 
neſs, and tell me what I ſhall vent to my Lady; ſhall 
1 vent to her that thou art coming ? | 

Seb. I pr'ythee, fooliſh Greek *, depart from me: 
9 If you tarry longer, I fhall 

e WO 
82 thou haſt an open hand; theſe 
wife men that give fools money, get themſelves a god 
report after fourtecn years purchaſe f. 


Euter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 
Sir And, Now, Sir, have I met you again? there's 


for you. [ Striking Sebaſtian. 
Seb, Why, there's for thee, and there, and there; 
are all the people mad? [ Beating Sir Andrew. 


* Greek, was as much as to ſay hawd or pander. He u 
the Clown to be acting in that office. A bawdy-houfe was ca 
Coriath, and the frequenters of it Corinthians; which words eccur 
frequently in Shakeſpear, eſpecially in Timon of Athens, and Hen- 
ry IV. 

+ This ſeems tn carry a piece of ſatyr upon monopriies, the ery- 
ing grievance of that time. The grants generally were for fourteen 
years; and the petitions being referred to a committee, it was ſu- 

—— — 
M 2 | 
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Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er the 


Cho. This will I tell my Lady ftraight. I would not 
be in ſome of your coats for two pence. [Exit Clown. 
x [ Holding Sebaſtian. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, go way to 
work with him; I'll bare an action of 
him, if there be any law in IHlyria; though I firuck 


him firff,, yet it's no matter for that. 


SCENE H. Enter Olivia. 
Oli. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 
Sir To. Madam? 
Oli. Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 


Where manners ne'er were preach'd : out of my fight ! 


Be not offended, dear Cefario :=— 
Rudeſby, be gone ! I pr'ythee, gentle friend, | 
| [Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion, ſway 
Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks 
This ruffian hath botch'd up *, that thu thereby 
May'ſt ſmile at this: thou ſhalt not chuſe but go: 
Do not deny; beſhrew his foul for me, 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What reliſh is in this? how runs the ſtream ? 
Or I am mad, or elſe this is a dream. 
If it be thus to dream, ſtill let me fleep. | 

. ;. e. fwclled and inflamed; a botch being a brellingor abſceſs, 
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Oli. Nay, come, I pray: would thou dſt de rul'd 


by me 

Seb. Madam, I will. 

On. O, fay fo, and fo be! [Exeunt. 
SCENE m. An apartment in Olivia's houſe. 
Enter Maria, and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, and this 
beard; make him believe thou art Sir Topas the cu- 

rate; do it quickly. I'll call Sir Toby the whilſt. 
[Exit Maria. 

Clo. Well, I'll put it on, and I will diſſemble myſelf 
in t; and I would I were the firſt that ever difſembled 
in ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the 


function well, nor lean enough to be thought a good ſtu- 
dent; but to be faid an honeſt man, and a good houſe- 


= goes as fairly, as to fay, a graceful man and a 


- The competitors enter. 
Enter Sir Toby and Maria. 
Sir To. Jove bleſs thee, Mr Parſon. 


Clo. Bones dies, Sir Toby; © for as the old hermit of 


Prague, that never ſaw pen and ink, very wittily ſaid 
* to a niece of King Gorboduck, that that is, is; ſo 
„ being Mr Parſon, am Mr Parſon; for what is chat, 
« but that? and is, but is?” 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. 

Clo. What, boa, I ſay, — peace in this priſon ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfens well; a good knave. 


| [Malvolio ai in. 
Mal. Who calls there? 
Clo. Sir Topas the . who comes to viſit Mal- 
volio the lunatic. 
[This, des hes fm the Cllrs ce- 
terfeit voice.] 
_—_ Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to 
my 
. Our, 9 2 how vexeſt thou this 


int Well rev Nat Parſon. 
M 3 
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Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong d; good 


Sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they have hid 
me here in hideous darkneſs. 
Cho. Fie, thou K NI 


moſt modeſt - for I am one of thoſe 
that will uſe e the devil himſelf with courteſy : fay'ſt thou 
that houſe is dark ? 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. 


Clo. Why, it hath bay windows tranſparent as barri- 


cadoes, and the clear ſtones towards the ſouth- north are 


Mal. 1 am not mad, Sir Topas; I ſay to this 
houſe is dark. ban 05 Ng 

Clo. Madman, thou erreſt; I fay, there is no dark- 
nefs but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mal. I fay, this houſe is as dark as ignorance, though 


ignorance were as dark as hell; and I fay, there was 


never man thus abuſed ; I ad 6o- mann mad than you 
rc, make the trial of it in any conſtant queſtion. 


Clo. What is the opinion cf Pythagoras concerning 
wild-fowl ? 


Mat. That the foul of our grandam might happily 


inhb:bit a bird. 


(la. What think'it thou of his ? 


Mal. I think nobly of the fou!, and no way approve 
of his opini 


Clo. Fare thee well: remain thou ftill in darkneſs ; 


thou ſhak hold th” opinion of Pythagoras ere I will al- 


iow of thy wits; and fear to kill a woodcack, left thou 
diſpoſſeſs "he foul of thy grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mat. Sir Topas, Sir Topar !—— 

Sir To. My moft exquifite Sir Topas! 

Cl. Nav, I am for all waters v. [This in his own voice. 

Mar. Thou might'f have done this without thy beard 
and gown; he ſces thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou ſind'ſt him: I would we were all rid of 
this knavery. If he may be conveniently deliver'd, I 

A phraſe tcken from the actor's ability of making the audicace 

cry either with mixch or grief. 
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would he were; for I am now fo far in offence with 


SCENE V. 


Ch. Bhat as well? chew then cor mad, indeed, if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 
Mal. Tug Trp Hove 
darkneſs, ſend miniſters to me, aſſes, and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. - 
Clo. Adviſe you what you fay ; the minifter is here. — 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heav'ns reftore; en- 
deavour thyſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble 
babble. ¶ Iz a counterfeit voice. 
Mal. Sir Topas, ws 
Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. In 
the counterfeit voice. 
Who, I, Sir? not I, Sir. God b'w' you, good Sir 
Topas [I his own voice. 
Marry, amen. | 0045. -140f ig will, Sir, I will, 
In his own voice. 
28 — 
» J Sir, be patient. What ſay you, Sir? 1 
am ſhent for ſpeaking to you, 


propertied me; keep me in 
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Mal. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and fome 
paper; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any 
man in Illyria. 

Cla. Well-a-day, that you were, Sir! 

Mal. 88 Good fool, ſome ink, 
pow. wn and convey what I ſet down to my 
advantage thee more than ever the bear- 


letter did. 
1 0 ill help you to t. But tell me true, are you 
not nn or do you but counterfeit ? 
Mal. Believe me I am not: I tell thee true. | 
Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a madman, till I fee his 
brains. I will fetch you lig | 


Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, [Singing. 

Pl be with you again | 

In a trice, like to the old vice, 
art pads 

Who with er h, in his and bis wrath, 
Cries, dogger of lth, in bis rope 

Lite @ nad lad, pare thy nails, dad, 
Adieu good man drivel. | [ Expt. 


SCENE Y. 
Changes to another apartment is Olbois's benfs. 
Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. This is the air, that is the 8 6 
This pearl the gave me, I do feel r and der t. 
And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madneſs. When's — 
I could not find him at the Elephant; 

Vet there he was, and there I found this credit „, 
That he did range the town to ſeek me out. 
For the' my foul mes well wich my fra, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs ; 
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ACT 


SCENE LI. 


The ſtreet. 
Enter Clown, and Fabian. 


No 


give a dog, and in recompence deſire 


letter 


W, as thou low'ſt me, let me fee his 


Clo. Good Mr Fabian, grant me another requeſt. 
Fab. Any thing. | 
Clo. Do not defire to fee this letter. 


Fab. This is to 


my dog again. 


4 Primo, ſecundsa, as. is a good 
_ gg third pays for all: the tri 
tripping meaſure; or the bells of 8 
4 2 three. 
Lou no more money out of me at this 
"if you will let your Lady know I am here to 


x, Sir, 
t Bennet, 


erz 
nth 


85 
"ft 


my bounty further. 

Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
1 go, Sir; but I would not have you to think, 

die of fhoving bs the Snof covernathady but, 


” 


h 


5 


t my 


play; and the 


her, and bring her along with you, it may 


Fran OUdJggnt > 
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n. 


As black as Vulcan in the ſmoak of war. 
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as you fay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, and I will 


AS. >, 


awake it anon. [Exit Clown. | 
SCENE BH. | 

Enter Antovio and Officers. b 

Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 4 
Duke. That face of his | do remember well; - | 


Yet when I faw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 


—— 


* 
— nie pop m3 00 
_— ——> per oC e—_—_—_— er ¹ʃ¹¾ 


A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 
For ſnallow draught and bulk unpri able, 
With which fach ſcathful grapple did he make 
With the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy | 
Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the manter ? 
1 Off. Orſino, this is that Antonio, 
Thus en: the Pics nd dev engda frame Candy ; 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loft his leg : 
Here in the ſtreets, defperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide; 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I know not what twas, but diſtraction. 
Duke. Notable pirate ! thou falt-water thief! 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 


F 1 a — 
e ee 


Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate; 


Wherein Olivia may ſeem 


To whoſe 


* 


144 Twelfth Night; or, - At v. 
Drew to defend him, when he was beſet ; 


Ant. To-day, my Lord; and for three months before 
interim, not a minute's vacancy) 
rr 
SCENE III. Enter Olivia and attendants. 


Dake. Here comes the Counteſs; now heav'n walks 
on earth. 
But for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy words are madneſs. 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon—Take him afide.— 
Oli. Yikes wanting Lond, Tan that he may nor have, 
ſerviceable ? 


Ceſario, — with 
- you do not keep promiſe me. 
Duke. _ Olivia, 


my 

Oli. If i= be aught ts the ebJ rane, my Leed, 
It is as flat and fulſome to mine ear 
As howling after muſic. 

Duke. Still fo cruel ? 

Oli. Still fo conſtant, Lord. a 

Duke. What, to perverſeneſs? You uncivil Lady, 

ingrate and inauſpicious altars 

My ſoul the faithful ſt has breath'd out, 
That e'er devotion tender d. What ſhall I do? 

Ol. Ev'n what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become 

| him 


Duke. Why ſhould L not, had I the heart to do't, 


Like to th Egyptian thief , at point of death 


The Egyptian thief was Thyamis. 9 


2g e 


— 


rey 


Kill what I love? (a favage jealouſy, | 
That ſometimes favours nobly). But hear me this: 
Sicice you to non-regardance caſt my faith, 
And that I partly know the — 
That fcrews me from my true place in your favour; 
Live you the marble - breaſted tyrant ftill : 
But this your minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by heav'n, I ſwear, | render dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he firs crowned in his maſter's ſpight. 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in miſ- 
I'll facrifice the lamb that I do love, [ chief. 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. [ Duke going. 
Vis. And I molt j apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt a thouſand deaths would die. Lei. 
Oli. Where goes Ceſario? 
Vis. After him I love, 
More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life; 
More, by all mores, cvs 3 uid hove wie. 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love ! 
Oli. Ay me, deteſfted ! how am I beguil'd ? | 
Via. Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ? 2 
01; Haſt thou forgot thyſelf? Is it fo long? 
Call forth the holy father. 
Duke. Come, away. [77 Viola. | 
Oli. Whither, my Lord? Celarie, buſbund, ſtay. f 
Duke. Halband ? 1 
Oli. Ay, huſband. Can he that deny? | 
Duke. Her huſband, firrah ? 
Via. No, my Lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety. 
Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up: 
Be that thou know'ft thou art, and then thou art 
6 * 


Eater Prieſt. 


O welcome, father. | | 1 
Father, I charge thee by thy reverence, 1 
Here to unfold (tho' lately we intended :1 
To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion now 14 

Vor. III. N 1 


LY 
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Reveals before tis ripe) what thou doſt know 
Hath newly paſs'd between this youth and me. 
Prieſt. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your * 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony : 
Since when, my watch heh als me, 1ow'ed my grave 
J have travell'd but two hours, 
Duke, O thou diſſembling cub! what wilt thou be, 
When time hath ſow'd a = 4" on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her; but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and 1 henceforth may never meet. 
Vis. My Lord, I do proteſt 
Oli. O do not ſwear; 
Hold little faith, tho” thou haſt too much fear ! 


SCENE IV. Enter Sir Andrew, with bis bead bros. 


Sir And. For the love of God a furgeon, and ſend 
one preſently to Sir Toby. 

li. What 's che matter? 

Sir And. H'as broke my head acroſs, and given Sir 
Teby a bloedy coxcomb too: for the love of God, your 
help. I had rather than forty pound I were at home. 

Gli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. The Duke's g „ one Ceſario; we 
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incar- 
Kirate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cefario ? 

Sir Aud. Od's lifelings, here he is. You broke my 
head for nothing; and that that I Cid, I was ſet on to 
do 't by Sir Toby. 

Vis. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never hurt you. 
You drew your ſword upon me without cauſe ; 

But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 


Euter Sir Toby, and Clown, 


Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 
Hurt me. I think you ſet nothing by a bloody cox- 
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comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear 
mares, BE i7 he bas nor bone ins brat, be would have 


tickled you other-gates than he did. 


Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is t with you? 
Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on t. Sot, didſt fee Dick ſurgeon, fot ? 


Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, above an hour agone ; 


his eyes were ſet at eight i th 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a patt-meaſure Painim. 
I hate a drunken rogue. 

Oh. Away with him: who hath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir And. III help you, Sir Toby, becauſe well be 
dreſs'd together. 
Sir To, Will you help an aſs-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ? 

[ Exeunt Clo. To. and And. 
Ci. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 


SCENE v. Enter Sebaſtian. 
Seb. Tam forry, Madam, I have hurt your kinſman : 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 

I muſt have done no leſs with wit and L 
[AMI fland in amaze. 


You throw a ſtrange regard on me, by which 


I do perccive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but ſo late ago. 
Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per- 


A nat'ral perſpedtive, that is, and is not ! [ſons; 


Seb. Antomo, O my dear Antomo ! 
„ RCTEDY and mwwnr's me, 
Since I have loſt thee ! 

Ant, Sebaſtian are you ? 

Seb. — 2 Antonio! | 

Ant. How have you made diviſion of yourſelf ? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian ? 

Oli. Moſt wonderful! 

Seb. Do I ſtand there? I never had a brother: 


Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 


Of here and every where. I had a fifter, 
N 2 
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Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour d. 


Of charity, what kin are you to me? - [To Viola. 


What countryman ? what name? what parentage ? 
Vis. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my father; 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too: 


So went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If ſpirits can n 


You ͤceme to fright us. 
Seb. A ſpirit I am, indeed; 


Bur am in that dimenſion grofsly clad, 


Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the rett goes even, 
I ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 


And fay, Thrice welcome, drowned Viola! 


Vis. My father had a mole upon his brow. 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
Vio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birth 


Hlad numbred thirteen years. 


Sch. O, that record is lively in my foul; 
He finiſhed, indeed, his mortal act, 
hg oe ne iy rr Seay years. 
Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine ufurp'd attire; _ 
Do not embrace me, till each circumftance 
'That I am Viola ; which to confirm, 
I'll bring you to a captain in this town 
Where lie my maids” weeds; by whoſe gentle help 
I was preferv'd to ſerve this Noble Duke. 
All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this Lady and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it, Lady, you have been miſtook : 


But nature to her bias drew in that. 

Jou would have been contracted to a maid, 

Nor are you therein, by my kfe, deceiv'd; 

You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz'd : right noble is his blood : 

If this be ſo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 

I ſhall have ſhare in this molt happy wreck. 


[Ts Olivia. 


Boy, thou haft ſaid to me a thouſand times, [To Vio. 


Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me. 
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fla. 


io. 


Enter the Clown awith a letter, and Fabian. 


A moſt extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly baniſh'd his. 
How does he, firrah ? 
Clo, Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebub at the ſtave's 
end, as well as a man in his caſe may do: h'as here 
writ a letter to you, I ſhould have given t you to-day 
morning. But as a madman's epiſtles are no goſpels, 
fo it ſkills not much when they are deliver'd. 
G1;. Open t, and read it. 
Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 
delivers the madman, ——2)y the Lord, Madam. 


Oli. How now, art mad? 

Clo. No, Madam; I do but read madneſs : an your 
Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you mutt allow 
van. - * | | | 

Oli. Pr'ythee read it i thy right wits, 

Clo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus: therefore perpend, my Princeſs, and 
give ear. 

Oli. Read it you, firrah. | [72 Fabian. 

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong ve, 


and the world ſhall know it: though you hace put #2 ta 


* 7. e. a frenzy that drew me away from every thing but its 
own object. N | 
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Why have you ſuffer'd me to be 1 
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a, 7, and given your drunken uncle rule over me, yet 

the benefit of my ſenſes as well as your Ladyſhip. I 
= you own letter that induced me to the ſemblance I put 
en; with thewwbich Fd:u't not but todo myſelf much right, 
or you much ſhame : think of me as you pleaſe. I leave my 


duty a little unthought of,, and ſpeak aut of my injury. 


madly us d Malvolio. 
Oli. Did he write this? | 

(lo. Av, Madam. 

Duke. This favours not much of diſtraction. 

Oh. See him deliver d, Fabian; bring him hither. 
My Lord, fo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on, 
To think me as well a ſiſter, as a wife; 

One day ſhall crown th” alliance on t, fo pleaſe you, 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt. 
Dude. Madam, I am moſt apt t' embrace your offer. 


Your maſter quits you; and for your fervice done him, 


So much againſt the metal of your fex, [To Viola. 
So far beneath your foft and tender 

And face you call'd me maſter for fo = 4 

Flere is my hand you ſhall from this time be 

Your maſter's mitirefs. 


Cli. A ſiſter. ——you are ſhe. 

SCE N E VII. Enter Malvolio. 
Date. Is this the madman ? 

C:;. Ay, my Lord, this fame. How now, Malvolio ? 


Hal. Madam, you have done me wrong, notorious 
Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. [wrong. 


Mal. Lady, you have; pray you, peruſe that letter. 
You mult not now deny it is your 


Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe ; 1 


Or ſay, *tis not your feal, nor your invention; 

You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then; 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 

Why you have given me ach clear lights of favour, 
Bade me come ſmiling and croſs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 

8 Sir Toby, and the lighter people: 

And acting this in an obedient hope, 


5 


Key: in a dark houle, — the prieſt 
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ion plaid on? tell me, why ? 

On. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 

Though, I confeſs, much like the character: 

But, out of queſtion, tis Maria's hand. 

And now I do bethink me, ir was ſhe 

Furſt rol4 me thou wait rrid ; ther cam'ſt thou fini 

And in fuck forms wiuci here were preſuppos' d“ 

Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee, be content; 

This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly pais'd upon thee : 
when we know the grounds and authors of it, 


| 
il 
4 
7: 
| 
Z 


E 
: 
4 
1 7 


4 7 K 
ay- 
74 


GEL 
LETT 


— 
f 


Oli. Alas, poor 

Clo. Why, ſome are born great, 
neſs, 
Sir, 


> ſome atchieve great- 
and ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them. I was one, 
in this interlude; one Sir Topas, Sir; but that's 


all one:—by the Lord, fool, I am not mad; but do you 


remember, Madam, — why laugh you at fuch a barren 

ral cal? an you ſmile not, he's gagg'd: and thus the . 
irlgigg of time brings in his revenges. 5 

Mal. I'll be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. [ 


[Exit. 
Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 


Dake. Purſue him, and intreat him to a peace: 
He hath not told us of the captain yet; 


* Prefuppu'd for impoſed, 


zen that I was a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain: 


A fooliſh thing was but a toy, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 
But when I came to man's eſtate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
"Gainft knaves and * men ſhut their gate, 
For the rain, &c. 
But when I came, alas! to Wives 
With hey, ho, &c. 
By fwaggering could I never thrive, 
For the rain, &c. 
But when I came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
With tofi-pets fill had drunken heads, = 
For the rain, &c. 
A great while ago pads. 
With hey ho, &c. 
* But that's all one, our play is done ; 


And we'll ftrive to pleaſe you every day. 


LI 


2 This poor ſtuff appears to be the players, not Shakeſpear's 
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1 | The Dule's palace. 

Enter the Dube of Epheſus, Egeon; Jil, and other 


Egeon. R 9 fall, 
wo — TI wt woes 
and all. | 11 8 


es.. 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 

Have ſeal'd his rigorous ſtatutes with their bloods), 
Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks. 

For, ſince the mortal and inteſtine jars 


The plot taken from the Menechmi of Plautus. 


154 The Comedy of Errors. At 1. 
"Twixt thy feditious countrymen and ns, 

Ir hath in ſolemn ſynods been decreed, 

Weld dey he Brecatctes ——ß 

T admit no traffic to our adverſe towns; 

Nay, more, if any born at Epheſus 

Be ſeen at Syracuſan marts and fairs; 

Again, if any Syracuſan born 
Come to the buy of Epheſs, he dies : 
His goods to the Duke's diſpoſe, 
— * += 

To quit the penalty, and him. 

Thy ſubſtance, valu'd at the higheſt rate, 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die. 


My woes cad eviſe with the evening * 

Duke. Well, 8 fay, in brief, the cauſe, | 
Why thou 't from thy native home; 
Ani or whe ak thn — 


" 


A joyful of two goodly ſons 
And, which was ftrange, he ths fo he he crher, 


i. c. by a natural event, by the courſe of providence. 
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Sc. 1. The Comedy of Errors. 
As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names. 
That very hour, and in the ſelf-ſame inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 

Of ſuch a burthen, male twins both alike : 
Thoſe (for the parents were exceeding poor) 


I bought, and brought up to attend my ſons. 


A league from Epidamnum had we cura, 
Before the always wind- obeying deep 


Gave any tragic inftance of our ha m; 
But longer did we not retain much 
For what — light the heav'ns did K 
Did but com ey unto our fearful mi:ds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death; 
Which tho” myſelf would gladly have embrac's, 
Yet the inceſſant weeping of my wife, | 
(Weeping before, for what ſhe ſaw muſt come), 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to fear, 
| Forc'd me to ſeck delays for them and me. 
And this it was; (for other means were none). 
The failors fought for ſafety by our boat, 
And left the ſhip, then ſinking-ripe, to us; 
My wife, more careful for the elder r 
Had faſten'd him unto a ſmall ſpare maſt, 
Such as ſeafaring men provide for ſtorms ; 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilſt I had been like heedful of the other. 
'The children thus diſpos'd, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd, 
Faſten'd ourſelves at either end the maſt ; 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the fiream, 
Were carry'd towards Corinth, as we thought, 
At length the fun, gazing upon the earth, 
Diſpers'd thoſe vapours that offended us; 
And, by the benefit of his with'd light, 
The ſeas wax'd calm; and we diſcover'd 
Two ſhips from far making amain to us, 
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But ere they came—Oh, let me fay no more! 
Gather the ſequel by that went before. 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off ſo; 
For we may pity, tho” not pardon thee. 
. Uh, had the gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily term d them mercileſs to us. 
For ere the ſhips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountered by a mighty rock; 
Which being vil ntly borne upon, 
Our helpleſs ſhip was ſplitted in the midſt: 
So that, in this unjuſt divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to ſorrow for. 
Her part, poor foul ! ſeeming as burdened 
With leſſer weight, but not with leſſer woe, 
Was carry'd with more ſpeed before the wind, 
And in our fight they three were taken up 
By fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length, another ſhip had feiz'd on us; 
knowing whom it was their hap to fave, 
Gave helpful welcome to their ſhipwreck'd gueſts ; 
And would have reft the fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their bark been very flow of fail ; 


Z 


Mi m company in queſt of him: 
Whom whilſt I labour d of a love to ſee, 
I hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd. 
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To bear th” extremity of dire miſhap ; 

Now, truſt me, were it not againſt our laws, 

(OE nh Wan ag. — 

Againſt my crown, cath, my dignity, 

My foul ſhould fue — advocate for thee, 

But, tho” thou art adjudged to the death, 

And paſſed ſentence may not be recall'd, 

But to our honour's great diſparagement ; 

Yet will I favour thee in what I can; 

I therefore, merchaat, limit thee this day, 

To ſeek thy life by beneficial help : 

Try all the friends thou haſt in Epheſus, 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſum, 

And live; if not, then thou art doom'd to die. 

3 rake him to thy cuſtody. 
[Exeunt Duke, and train. 


SCENE IL Changes tothe ftreet. 


Euter Antipholis of Syracuſe, a Merchant, and Dromio. 


Mer. Therefore give out, you are of Epidamnum, 
Leſt that your goods too ſoon be confiſcate. | 
This very day, a Syracuſan merchant 

Is apprehended for arrival here ; 

And, not being able to buy our his life, 

According to the ftatute of the town, 

Dies ere the weary ſun ſet in the weſt : 

There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant. Go bear it to the Centaur, 3 
And ſtay there, Dremio, till I come to thee : " 
Within this hour it will be dinner- time; 

Till that I'll view the manners of the town, 
Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
Vor. III. O 


158 The Comedy of Errors. A&. 1. 
And then return, and ſleep within mine inn; 
For with long travel I am ſtiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having ſo good a means. 


[Exit Dromio. 


Ant. A truſty villain, Sir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and 

Lightens my humour with his merry jefts. 
What, will you walk with me about the town, 


And then go to the inn, and dine with me? 


Mer. I am invited, Sir, to certain merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit: 


SCENE ME, 
Ant. He that commends me to my own content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
T to the world am like a drop of water, 
That in the ocean feeks another drop, 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unſeen inquiſitive, confounds himſelf : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother, 


Jo mult of dom, whos, hb wk 


Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 

Here comes the almanack of my true date. 
What now? how chance thou art return d fo ſoon ! 

E. — ſo ſoon ? rather approach d tos 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the ſpit, 
The clock has ſtrucken twelve upon the bell; 
My miſtreſs made it one upon my cheek, 
She is fo hot, becauſe the meat is cold; 
The meat is cok, becauſe you come not home 3 
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Sc. 3. The Comedy Errors. 159 
You come not home, becauſe you have no ftomach : 
You have no ſtomach, having broke your faſt ; 
But we, that know what tis to faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 

Ant. Stop in your wind, Sir; tell me this, I pray, 
Where you have left the money that I gave you ? 

E. Dro. Oh, —ſixpence that I had a Wedneſday Lit, 

= - 


To pay the faddler for my miltreſs 
The faddler had it, Sir; I kept it not. 

Ant. I am not in a ſportive humour now; 
Tell me and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being ſtrangers here, how dar I thou truſt 

from thine own cuſtody ? 


She that doth faſt till you come home to dinner; 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus unto my face, 
Being forbid? there take you that, Sir Knave. 

E. Dro. What mean you, Sir? for God's fake hold 


Ant. Upon my life, by ſome device or other, 
'The villain is o'er-wrought of all my money. 
They fay, this town is full of cozenage ; 

As nimble jugglers that deceive the eye; | 
Drug-working ſorcerers that change the mind; 
Soul-killing witches that deform the body; 
Diſguiſed cheaters, prating 

And many ſuch like libertines of fin : 


Au.. Either my huſband, nor the ſlave return'd, 
That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeek his maſter ! 
; * — 


— ad A ¼mm⁰·⁰mãmu ac oaa4. 


like right bereft, 
begg d patience in thee will be left. 


helpleſs patience 


if thou live to ſee 


This fool- 


— 
9 


your man, now is your huſband nigh. 


„I will marry one day but to try 


Here comes 


SCENE U. Enter Dromio of Epbeſur. 


Adr. Say, is your tardy maſter now at hand? 


E. Drs. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that 


my two ears can 


Say, did ſt thou ſpeak with him? know ſt thou 


0 3 
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feel his blows; and withal ſo doubtfully, that I could 
ſcarce underſtand them. 

Adr. But fay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home ? 
It ſeems he hath great care to pleaſe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why, miſtreſs, fure my maſter is horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ! | 

E. Dro. I mean not cuckold mad; but ſure he's ſtark 
When I defir'd him to come home to dinner, da 
He aſk'd me for a thouſand marks in gold: | 


Will you come home, quoth I? My gold, quoth he; 
is the thouſand marks I gave thee, villain ? 
„ quoth I, is burn'd; My gold, quoth he; 

My 2 » Sir, quoth I; Hang up thy miſtreſs ! 
12 miſtreſs; out on thy miſtreſs ! 

Lac. Quoth who ? 

E. Dro. Quoth my maſter : 
I know, quoth he, pf ——- 4 no wife, no miſtreſs; 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
1 thank him, I bare home upon my 8; 
e | 

home. 

E. Drs. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's fake ſend ſome other meſſenger. 

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acroſs. 

E. Dro. And he will bleſs that croſs with other beat- 

ing: 

Between you I ſhall have a holy head. 

Aar. Hence, prating peaſant, fetch thy cad tame. 

E. Dro. Am ſo round with you as you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you do ſpurn me thus? 
Lou ſpurn me hence, 14 
é— you maſt caſe me in leather. 


[Exir. 


SCENE m. 


Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face? 
Aar. His company muſt do his minions grace, 
Whüſt | at home ſtarve for a merry look. 


Hath homely age th' alluring beauty took 
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And make a common of my ſerious hours. 
When the ſun ſhines, let fooliſh gnats make ſport ; 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 


it 


Was there ever any man thus beaten out of feafon, 


Sc. 5. The Comedy of Errors. x65 
SCENE V. Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr. J. ay, Antipholis, look ſtrange and frown, 
Some other miſtreſs hath thy ſweet aſpects : 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The tize was once, when thou, 
That never words were muſic to thine ear, 
That never object pleaſing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 


When, OS and wherefore, is neither chime nor reaſon? 
Well, [ tha 
Ant. Thank me, Sis Sir, for what ? 


Ant. I'll make you amends next, to nothing for ſome- 
But fay, n 

Dro. No, Sir, I think the meat wants that I have. 

Ant. In good time, Sir, what's that ? 

S. Dro. Baſting. 

„ d 3 | 

At. Your reaſon ? ge 

8. Drs. Leſt it make you choleric, and purchaſe me anetbe- 


dry-baſting. 

1 Well, Sir, learn to jeſt in good time; there's a time for 
8. Dro. I durſt have deny d that, before you were fo choleric. 
14 — rule the plain bald of 
S. Dro. Marry, Sir, by a as as pate 
Aut. Let's hear it. 

S. Dro. r 
grows bald Ly nature. 

Ant. Ma he not do it by fine and 4 

S. Dro, &, to pay a fine for  peruke, and recover the loſt hair 
of another man. 

Ant. Why is Time ſuch a niggard of hair, being, as it is, fo 

un excrement ? 

8. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that he beſtows on beaſts; and 
what he hath ſcanted men in hair, he hath given them in wit. 

Ant. Why, but there's many a man hath more hair than wit. 

S. Dro. eg ener Rath burke —— 

& Dro. The dealer, the f:oucr loſt ; n 
2 * 

Aut. For what reaſun? 


AA. 16. 
in thy taſte, 
* Unleſs I fpake, or look d, or touch'd, or carv'd. 


loſt by nature. 
Ant. But your reaſon was not ſubſtantial. why there is no time 
to recover. | 
$8. Dro. Thus I mend it: Time himſelf is bald, and therefore 
to the world's end will have bald followers. | 
Aut. I knew 'twould be a bald concluſion: but, foft! who wafts 
us yonder? 
SCENE, er. 
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Didſt thou deliver to me on the mart. 


n:a4 2 | 


N 


Who, 


Wants wit in all one word to uaderitand, 


Luc. Fie, brother, &c. 


F Exenzt tor eſtranged. 


168 The Comedy of Errors. AR. 11. 
Ant. To me ſhe ſpeaks; ſhe moves me for her theme; 
What, was I marry'd to her in my dream? 
Or ſleep I now, and think I hear all this? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiſs ? 
Until I know this ſure uncertainty, . 


- . 


Fl] entertain the favour'd fallacy. A 
Lac. Dromio, go bid the ſervants ſpread for dinner v. 
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a focl, 
To put the finger in the eye, and weep, 
Whilſt man and maſter laugh my woes to ſcorn. | 
Come, Sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate; | 
Huſband, III dine above with you to-day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouſand idle pranks; - 
Sirrah, if any afic you for your maſter, 
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come, ſiſter; Dromio, play the porter well. 
Ant, Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell ? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advis'd ? 
Known unto theſe, and to myſelt diſguis'd ? 
IU fay as they fay, and perfever ſo; : F 
And in this miſt at all adventures go. BE. 
S. Dro. Maſter, ſhall I be porter at the gate? 1 


Adr. Ay, let none enter, let I break your pate. 
Luc. Come, come, Antipholis, we dine too late. 
| [ Exeunt, 


© 4 for dinner. | 

S. Dro. Oh, for my beads! I croſs me for a ſinner. 
This is the Fairy land: ob. fpigit of fpighes ! | 
We talk with goblins, owls, and elviſh ſprights ; 

If we obey them not, this will enſue, T! 
They'll tuck our breath, and pinch us black and blue. | 1. 


Luc. Why prat it thou to thyſelf, and anſwer'ſt not ? 7 
Drom io, thou drone, thou ſnuil, thou ſing, thou ſor ! . 
S. Dre. I am transformed. Maſter, am not I? . 
Ant. I think thou art in mind, and ſo am I. | ; 
S. Dro. Nay, Maſter, both in mind and in my ſhape. i 
Ant. Thou haſt thine own form. | | 2 
S. Dro. No; I am an ape. 1 5 3 
Luc. If thou art chang'4 to aught, tis to an aſs. Z 
S. Dro. lis true; ſhe rides me, and I long for f raſs. 
"Tis fo, I am an aſs; elſe it could vever be, 7 
But „ uld know her, as well as the knows me. F 


Aar. Come, come, G. | 1 
. 
i 


Sc. r. The Comedy) of Error. 169 


ACT WM. SCENE L 
The fireet befere Antiphols houſe. 


Euter Antipholis / Ephcfus, Dtomaio of E-phcſas, An- 
gelo, and Balthazar. 


E. Ant. '$ Ood Signior Angelo, you muſt exeuſe us; 
My wife is ſhrewiſn when 1 keep not 


Say, that I linger'd with you at your frop [hours 
To fee the making of her carkanet; 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But here's a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on tie rant, and that I beat him; 
And charg'd him with a thouſand marls in gold; 
And that I did deny my wife and houfe : 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didſt thou mean by this “: 
J think thou art an aſs. 
E. Dro, Marry, fo it doth appear 
F the wrongs I W and the blows I bear: 
1 flould ky! Ny bc: ="... kick” d; and, being at that Paſs, 


You would keep! lrom my heels, and beware of an ats, 


E. Aut. 1 are fad, Signior Balthazar, Fray Gcd, 
dur cheer 


May anſwer my good-will, and your good welcome 


cre 1 


* 


mean by this? 

E. Drs. Say what you will, Sir; bus T know what I knew; 
That you beat me at the mart, ! ba ve your hand to ſhow ; 
If the skin wer? parchment and the blows you give wars ik, 


Far Gown hund-writin 4 would tell you what I think, 
Z. Aut. 1 J. in! 5 WE * 


8 od . come ere. 


— 


Ia. I R. Me your d- inties cher oy ir. and your welcome dear. 
F. Abt Ab, Sinnior B. ithazs r. ei her at ech or Eſn. 
E K * Hi T7 welcome M. k SH fey ce ene d. iV aum. 
Good meat, Sir, is common; tliat every churkaſſorde. 
E. Aut. Mag welceme more COMMON ; 
rds. 
Raul. Sm 1 44 eer, and great welcome, makes x merry ſeaſt. 
E. Ant. Ay, to a n rely hott, : ind More ſparing ict: 


ter tits ting but 
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170 Die Comedy of Errors, Act 1711. 
Put, ſoft; mv door is lock' d; go bid them let us in. 
Z. Dre. Niaud, Eridget, Marian, Cicely, Cillian, 
Gizn! 
S. Dro. CI ti.] Home, malt-horſe, capon, cox- 
comb, idiot, patch! 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch : 
Duſt thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'ſt for ſuch 


ſtore, 
When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the door *. 
* — gct thee from the door. 


E. Dre. ws patch is mede our porter? my maſter ſtays in 
the Urcet. 

S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he catch cold 
en's feet. 

E. Art. V ho talks within there? hoa. open the door. 

S. Dro. Right. Sir; I II tell you when, an you'll tell me 
vherctere. 

E. Aut. W hercifore? for my dinner: I have not din'd to-de y. 

S. Dro, Nor to-d:y here you muſt not: come again when you 
mays 

E. Aub. V hat art thou that keep'ſt me out from the houſe I 


owe? 


S. Pro. The porter for this time, Sir, and my name is Dremin. 


E. Dro. O vill. iu. thou haſt ſtol'n boch mine office and my name: 
Tuc one ne' er got me credit the other mickle blame. | 
Ji thou had'it been Prom io to-day in my place, 
T!.co would'tt Eave chang'd thy face for a name, or thy name 
for an afs, 
Luce. IV Hi.] What a colle is there, Dromio ? who are thoſe 
F. Dro. Let my maſter in. Luce. _ [at the gate? 
Lure. *Faith, ro; he comes to late; 
Aud fo tell your mailer. 
E Dro. © Lord, I muſt laugh; | 
Have at you wiih a proverb — hall I ſet in my ſtaff? 
Luce. Have at you with another; that's when can you tell? 
S. Dro. It thy nume be call'd Lace, Lace, thou haſt anſwer d 
im well. 
F. Ant. Do vou hear, you minion; you Il let us in, I trow ? 
Je. thought to have ask'd you. | 
F. P.. And you faid,, No. 
I. Pro. So, come, kelp, vell ſtruck; there was blow for blow. 
E. Aut. Thow bayrage, let me in | 
Live. Can ycu tell for whole fake? 
. Dye. Maſter knock the door hard. 
late. Let him kneck till it ke. | 
1 Aut. You'il ery tor lis, minion. if I beat the door down. 
Lure. Wet needs all ihot, arda pur of lacks in the twwwa 2 
Ar iu, Who is that, Cc. 


Sc. 1. The Comedy of Errors. = 
Adr. [Within.] Whois that at the door, that Yes 
all rhis noiſc ? 
S. Dro. By my troth, your toxn is troubled with un- 
ruly boys. i 
E. Ant. Are you chere, wife? you might have come 
before. | 
Adr. Your wife, Sir Knave ! go, get you fror the 
door “. a 
E. Ant. Go get thee gone, fetch me an iran crow. 
Bal. Have patience, Sir: Oh, let it not be fo. 
Herein you war againt your reputation, 
And draw within the compaſs of ſuſpect 
Th' unviolated honour of your wife: 
Once, this, —ycur long experience of her wiſdom, 
Her fober virtue, years, and modeſty, 
Plead on her part {ume cauſe to you unknown; 
And doubt not, Sir, but ſhe will well excuſe, 
Why at this time the dours are barr'd againſt you, 
Be rul'd by me, depart in patience, 
And let us to the Tyger all to dinner; 
And about evening come yourſelf alone, 


Z. Dro. If __ x pain, matter, this naue would go fore. 
Ang. Here is neither cheer, Sir, nor welcome; we would fain 
have either. l 
Bal. In debating which was beſt, we ſhall have part with neither. 
E. Dro. 3 ax the door, maſter ; bid thein welcome 
cher. 
E. Aut. There's ſomething in the wind that we cannot get in. 
E. Ora. Lou would ſay ſo, maſter, if your garments were thin, 
Your cake here is warm within: you ſtand here in the cold: 
It would make a man mad as a buek to be ſo bought and ſold. 
E. Ant. Go fetch me ſomeching, I'll break ope the gate. 
S. Dro. Break any ching here, and I'll break your knave's pate, 
E. Dro. A man may break a word with you, vir, and words are 
but wind ; | 
Ay. and break it in your face, fo he break it not behind. 
S. Dro. It ſeems thou wanteſt breaking; ont upon thee, kind! 
E. Dro. Here's too much, aut upon thee ! I pray thee let me in. 
S. Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and ſiſh have no fin, 
E. Aut. Well I'il break in; go borrow me a crow. 
E. Drs. A crow without feather, maſter, mean you ſo ? 
For a ſiſh without a fin, there's a fowl without a feather : 
If a crow help us in, firrah, we'll pluck a crow together. 
Z. Ant. Go, get thee * | 
| 2 


22 De Comedy of Errerr. AR 117. 
To know the reaſon of this ſtrange reſtraint. 
If by ſtrong hand you offer to break in, 
Now in the ſtirring paifage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it; 
And chat ſuppoſed by the common rout, 
A gainſt your vet ungalled eſtimation, 
That may with foul intruſion enter in, 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead. 
Tor ſlander lives upon ſucceſſion; 
For ever hous'd, where it once gets poſſcihon. 
E. Ant. You have prevail'd; I will depart in quiet, 
Aud, in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry. 
I know a wench of excellent diſcourſe, 
Pretty and witty, wild, and yet too gentle; 
"There will we dine ; this woman that F 
My wife (but, I proteit, without deſert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal; 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 
And fetch the chain; by this I know tis made; 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; - 
For there 's the houſe : that chain will I beſtow 
(Be it for nothing but to ſpight my wife) 
Upon mine hoſtels there. Good Sir, make haſte : 
Siace my own doors refuſe to entertain me, 
I'll knock elſewhere, to ſee if they'll diſdain me. 
Ang. I'll meet you at that place, ſome hour, Sir, 
hence. 
F. Aut. Do fo; this jeſt ſhall Colt me ſome expence. 
[Exeunt, 


CEN E I. 
The houſe of Antipholis of Epheſus. 


Enter Luciana, with Antipholis 7 Syracuſe. 
Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A huſband's office? ſhall, Antipholis, 
Ev'n in the ſpring of love, thy love-fprings rot? 
' Stall love, in building, grow fo ruinate ? 
If you did wed my fifter for her wealth, : 
Then for tar her with more kiad- 
neſs ; 
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Or if you like elſewhere, do it by ſtealih; 


Mule your falſe love with fome thew of blindneſs; 
Let not my filter read it in your eyes; 


Be not thy tongue thy own ſname's orator z 
Look ſweet, ſpeak fair; become diſlozalty-: 
Apparel vice, like virtue's harbinger ; 
Bear a fair preſence, tho' your heart * tainted: 
Teach ſin the carriage of a holy ſaint; 
Be fecret falſe: what need ſhe be acg nainted ? 
What ſimple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
"Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 
And let her read it in thy looks at board: 
Shame hath a baſtard fame, well managed; 
Hl deeds are doubled with an evil word: 
Alas, poor women! make us but bekeve, 
Being compact of credit, that you love us; 
Tho” others have the arm, ſhew us the leere: 
We in your motion turn, and you may move us, 
Thea, gentle brother, get you in again; 
Comfort my liter, char her, call ker wife; 
Tis holy ſport to be a little vain, 
When the ſweet breath of fattery conquers tri 
S. Aut. Sweet miſtreſs (what your name is Ale, 1 
Nor dy wat wonder you do hit of mine), [know not; 
Leſs in your knowledge and your grace you ſhow act 
Than our earth's wonder, more than earth divine, 
Teach me, dear ercature, how to thin and ſpeax; 
Lay open to my earthy groſs congeit, 
Smotzer d in errors, fecble, fthallorr, weak, 
The foulded meaning of your words” deceit g 
Againſt my fout's pure truth why labour you, 
To make it wander | in za mk, geld! 
Are you a Ged ? would you create me new? 
Transform me then, and to your pow'r I'll yield. 
Bat ii that I am I, then well 1 know, 
Your weeping filter is no wife of mine; 
Nor to her bed no komane do Lowe; 
Far more, far more, to vou do I decline. 
Oh, train me not, Greet mermaid, with thy note, 
To erowa me in thy fit:r's food of rears 
Sing, S yren, for thyſelf, and I will dont; 
Spread o'er the Gilver waves thy goidea halrs, 
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And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lie: 
And in that glorious ſuppoſition“ think, 
He gains by death, that hath ſuch means to die; 
Let love, being light, be drowned if the fink. 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reaſon fo ? 
5. An. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know. 
Luc. It is a fault that ſpringeth from your eye. 
S. An. For gazing on your beams, fair fun, being by. 
Lac, Gaze where you ſhould, and that will clear your 
tig. 
3. Aut. As good to wink, 4 love, as look on 
night. 
— Why call you me love? call my ſiſter fo. 
Ant. Thy lifter's ſiſter. 
4. 1c. That's my — 
S. tat. No; 
It is thyicif, mine own ſelf's better 
ine cyc's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim, 
dly fole cartli's heavens and my heaven's claim. 
| Lac. Att Us MY ſiſter 18, O chie mould be. 
F. Au. Call thyſelf filter, ſweet ; for I mean thee: 
Thee will 1 love, aud with thee lead my life; 
Thom bait no huſband yet, nor I no wife. 
Give mc thy hand. 
Luc. Oh, ſoſt, Sir, hold you ſtill; 
II terch my filter, to get her good-will, 
| [ Exit Luciana, 
SCENE III. Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. 
S. Aut. Why, how now, Dromio, where run'ft thou 
fo . faſt? 
S. Bre. Do you know me, Sir? am I Dromio? am 
I your man: am I myſelt ? 
S. A. Tudu art Dromio, tl.ou art my man, thou 
art thyfelf. 3 
S. 715 far an aſe, I am a woman's man, and be- 
fdes my 
$. Aut. " Whar weman's man ? and how beſides thy- 
foie 3 
S. Pro, Marry, Sir. beſides myſelf; 10 am due to 3 
td, nne 
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woman; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one 
that will have me. 

S. Ant. What claim Jays ſhe to thee ? | 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, ſuch a claim as you would hy 
to your horſe; and the would have me as a bcaft : 
that, I being a beaſt, ſhe would have me; dey few 
ſhe, being a very beaſtly creature, lays claim to me. 

S. Ant. What is he? | 

S. Dro. A very reverend body; av, ſuch a one as 
2 man may rot ſpeak of, without he fay, Sir reverence : 


I have but lean luck in the match; and yet is the a 


wondrous fat marriage, 

S. Aut. How doſt thou mean, a fat marriage? 

S. Dro, Marry, Sic, the's the kitchen-wench, and 
all greaſe; .nd 1 know not what uſe to put her to, but 
to make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own 
light. I warrant her rags and the tallow in them, will 
burn a Lapland winter: if the lives till doomfday, ſhe iI 
burn a weck longer than the whole world, 

S. Ant. V/hot complexion is the of? 

S. Dro. Swart like my ſhoe, but her face nothing like 
fo clean kept; for why | ſhe ſweats, a man may go o- 
ver ſhces in the prime of it. 

S. Aut. That's a fault that water will mend. 

S. Dro. No, Sir, 9 Noah's flood could 
not do it. . 

S. Aui. What's hav name? 

S. Drs. Nell, Six —but ber name and three quar- 


ters (that is, an ell and three quarters) will not mea- 


fare her from hip to hip. 

S. Aut. Ihen ſhe bears ſome breadth ? 

S. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from hip 
to hip: ſhe is fy aerical, Uke a globe: I could find out 
countries in ber. 

S. nt. In what part of ker body ſlands Ireland ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her 2 I found it out 
by the bugs. 

S. py Where Scotland ? 

S. Pro. I found it out by the barrenneſs, hard in the 

ma of her hand. 

S. Ant. Where France? 
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S. Dro. In her forch-ad ; arm'd and reverted, mak - 
ing war againft her heir“. 


S. Ant. Wberd England ? 

S. Drs. I ok'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could 
find no whiteneſs in tem; bur | grits it ſtood in her 
chin, by the falt rkcum that rau betweza France and it. 

S. Ant. Where Spain? 

S. Drs. Faith I faw it not, but I felt it hot in her 
breath. 

S. Ant. Where America, the Indies? 

S. Bro. Oh, Sir, upon her noſe, all o'er embelliſh'd 
with rubies, carbuncles, ſaphires; declining their rich 
aſpect to the hot breath of Spain, who fent whole ar- 
madoes of carra&ts to be ballaſt at her noſe. 

S. Ant. Where ſtood Belgia, the Netherlands? 

S. Dr. Ch, Sir, I did not look fo low. To con- 
clude, this drudge of the devil, this diviner, laid 
claim to me, call'd me Dromio, ſwore I was aſſur d 
to her, told me what privy marks I had about me, »s 
the marks of my ſhoulder, the mule in my neck, the 
great wart on my leſt arm, that I, amaz'd, ran from 


her eas a witch. And, I think, if my breaft had not 


been made of faith, and my heart of ſteel, ſhe had 
transform'd me to a curtal-dog, and made me turn 
i th wheel +, 

S. Ant. Go, hie thee preſently; poſt to the road; 
And it the wind blow any way from fore, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night, 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 
Where I will walk till you return to me: 
If every one kao us, and we know none, 


Tis time, I think, to tradge, pack, and be gone. 


S. Dro. As from a bear a man would run for life, 


80 fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit, 


SCE WW LE IS 
S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here; 


Henry IV. of France. At that time the league was in arms 


againſt him. | 
t Alleding to the ſaperſiition of the common people, that no- 
thing could refiſt a witch”; power, of transtorming man iuto ani; 


mals, but a great ſhare of faub. 
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And therefore tis high time that I were hence: 

She that doth call me huſband, even my foul 

Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair bfter, 

Poſſeſs d with ſuch a gentle ſovereign grace, 

Of ſuch inchanting preſence and difcourſe, 

Hath almoſt made me traitor to myſclf. 

But left myfelf be guilty of ſelf- wrong, 

IU ſtop mine ears againſt the mermaid's ſong. 


Eater Angelo, with a chain. 


Ang. Maſter Antipholis, 
S. Ant. Ay, that's my name. 
Ang. I know it well, Sir; lo, here is the chain; 
J thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine 
The chain, unſiniſh'd, made me ſtay thus long. 
S. Ant, What is your will that [ ſhall do with this? 
Ang. What pleaſe yourſelf, Sir; I have made it for 


you 
S. Ant. Made it for me, Sir! beſpoke it not. | 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, you 
have : | 
Go home with it, and pleaſe your wife withal ; 
And foon at ſupper-time I II viſit you, 
And then receive my money for the chain. 
S. Ant. 1 pray you, Sir, receive the money now ; 
For fear you ne'er fee chain, nor money, more. 
Ang. You are a merry man, Sir ; fare you well. 
[ Ex. 
S. Ant, What I ſhould think of this, I cannot tell. 
But this [I think, there's no man is ſo vain, 
That would refuſe fo fair an offer'd chain. 
I fee a man here needs not live by ſhifts, 
When in the ſtreets he meets ſuch golden gifts. 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio ſtay; 
If any ſhip put out, then ſtraight away. [ Exit, 


ACT Iv. SCENE L 
The ftreet. 


Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 


Aer. OU know, fince Pentecoſt the ſum is due; 
1 And ſince I have not much importun'd you ; 
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Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perſia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make preſent ſatis faction, 
Or I 'Il attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Ex'n juſt the fam that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to m2 by Antipholis; 
And, in the inſtant that I met with you, 
He had of me a chein: at five o'clock 
I ſhall receive the money for the ſame. 
Pleaſe you but walk with me down to his houſe, 
Iwill diſcharge my bond, and thank you too, 


Enter Antipholis of Epheſus and Dromio of Epheſus, 


as from the courtezan's. 


OF. That labour you may ſave : fee, where he comes. 
E. Aut. While I go to the goldſmith's houſe, go thou 
Sin ing & rated ws that will I beſtow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, foft; I fee the goldimith : get thee gone, 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 
E. Dro. wy a thouſand pound a-year! I buy 2 
rope ! [Exit Dromio. 
E. Ant. A man is well holp up, that iruſts to you. 
I promiſed your preſence, and the chain; 
3 came to me. 
K 
If it were chain d „therefore came not. 
Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note, 
How much your chain weighs to the utmoſt carrat; 
Tne ſineneſs of the gold, the chargeful fathion 
Which do amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I ftand debted to this gentleman. 
I pray you, fee him preſently 5 diſcharg'd ; 7 
For he is bound to ſea, and ſtays but for it. 
E. Ant. | am not furniſh d with the preſent money; 
Beſides, I have ſome buſineſs in the town. 
Good Signior, take the ſtranger to my houſe, 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Diſburſe the ſum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance I will be there as ſoon as you. 


Ang. Then you will bring the chaia to her yourſelf? 
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E. Aut. No: bear it with you, leit I come not time 
enough. 
Ang. Well, Sir, I will : have you the chain about 
ou ? 
FE. fat. Aa if 1 have not, Sir, I hope you have; 
Or elſe you may return without your money. 
Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me the chain; 


Both wind and tide ſtay for this gentleman; 


And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

E. ut. Good Lord, you uſe this dalliance to excuſe 

Your breach of promiſe to the Fercupine: 

I ſhould have chid you for ror bringing it; 

But, like a ſhrew, you firſt begin w brawl. 1 
Mer. The hour ftcals on; 1 pray you, Sir, diſpatch. 
Ang. You hear bow he | naportunes mè; the cLain— 
E. Ant. Wi hy, give it to my wile, and fetch your 

money. 
Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you even 
now, 

Or ſend the chain, or ſend me bv ſome token. 

E. Ant. Fie, now you run this humour out of breath. 

Come, where's the chain? I pray vou let me fee it. 
Mer. My buſineſs caraot brook this dalliance. 

Good Sir, ſay, whe'r you'll anſwer me, or no 

If not, I II leave him to the officer. 

E. Ant. | anſwer you ? why ſhould I anſwer vou 2 

Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain, 

E. Aut. Lowe you none till I receive the chain. 

Ang. You know I gave it you half an hour ſince. 

E. Aut. You gave me none; you wrong me much te 
ſay ſo. 

Ang. You wrong me more, fs. | in denying it; 

Conſider how it ſtands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, oſacer, arreſt him at my ſuit. 
Gf. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name te 


obey me. 


aug. This touches me in * 
Either conſent to pay the ſum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 
E. Ant. Conſent to pay for that I never had! 
Arreſt me, fooliſh fellow, if thou dar ſt. | 
Ang. Here is thy fee; arreſt him, officer; 
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I would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 
If he ſhould fcorn me ſo apparently. 
OF. Ido arreit you, Sir; you hear the ſuit, 
E. Int. I do obey thee, till! give thee bail. 
Burt, firrah, you thall buy this ſport as dear 
As all the metal in your ſhop will anſwer. 
ng. Sir, Sir, I shall have law in Epheſus, 
To ygur nutorious ſhame, I doubt it not. 


SCENE II. Enter Dromio / Syracuſe, ſram the bay. 
S. Dro, Maſter, there is a bark of Epidamnum, 
That ſtays but tilt her owner comes aboard ; 
Then, Sir, ihe bears away. Our fravghtage, Sir, 
I have comcy'd aboard; and J have bought 
Ihe oil, the bakemum, and aqua-vire, 
The ſhip is in her trim; the merry wind 
Elows fair from land; they ſtay for nonght at all, 
But for their owner, maſter, and yourfelf. 
E. Ant. How now, a madman ! why, thou peeviſh 
ihe-p, 
What ſhip of Epidamnum flays for me? 
S. Dre. A ſhip vou ſent me to, to hire waſtage. 
E, nt. Thou diunken flave, I fent thee for a rope; 
Ard teld thee to what purpoſe, and what erd. 
S. Dre. You ſent me for a rope's end as foon : 
You ſent me to the bay, Sir, for a bark. 
E. Au I will debate this matter at more leiſure, 
And teach your ears to liſt me with more hecd. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thze ſtraight, 
Give her this key; and tell her, in the deſſc 
That's cover'd o'er with Turkith tapeſtry, 
There is a purſe of ducats, let her ſend it, 
Tell her, 1 am arreſted in the frevr, 
And that ſhall bail me; hic thee, flave; be gone. 
Or, officer, to priſon will it Come. [ Exennt. 
S. Dra. To Adriana ! that is whore we din d, 


Wucre Dowſabel did claim me ſor her haibaad ; 


he is too big. Ih. Wes for me to co pats. 
Thither I muß, airno” againtt my will, 


Tor ſerrants mull their matters" minds full, Exit, 
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SCENE III. Ganger te E. Antiplalist houſe. 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee fo? 


Mighr'ſt thou perceive auſterely in his ee 


That he did plead in earneſt, yea or no? 
Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obſervation mad'f thou in this cafſc, 
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face“? 
Lac. Firft he deny'd you had in him a right, 
Adr. He meant, he did me none, th: more my ſpight. 
Luc. Then fwore he that he was a ſtranger here, | 
Adr. And true he ſwore, though yet forſworn he 
wer?. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
Adr. And what faid he? 
Luc, That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me. 
Adr. Wich what perſuaſion did he tempt thy love? 
Luc, With words that in an honeſt fuit might move. 
Firſt he did praiſe my beauty, then my ſpeech. 
Adr. Did'ſt fpeak him flir? 
Luc. Have patience, I beſeech. 
Adr. I cannet, nor I will not, hold me ſtill; 
My tongue, though not my heart, ſhall have its will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and ſere, 
Hi-fac'd, worſe-body'd, ſhapeleſs every where; 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliſh, blunt, unkind, 


Stigmatical in making, worſe in mind. 


Luc. Who would be jealons then of ſuch a one ? 
No evil loft is wail'd when it is gone. 
Adr. Al! bur I think him better than I fay, 
Lind yet would he in others” eyes were worſe : 
Far from her neſt the lap ing cries away; 

My heart prays for him, tho” my tongue do curſe, 
SCENE IV. Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. 
S. Dro. Here, go; the deſk, the urſe: fo U | 

make haſte. —— 
Luc. How haſt thou loſt thy breath ? 
S. Dro, By running fail. 
* Alluding to thoſe meteors in the ſky Which 3 
are of lines of ans Aire aye) wh. By * 


Vor. II. Q 
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Aar. Where is thy maſter, Dromio ? Is ke well ? 
5. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Limbo, worſe than hell. 


A devil in an everlaſting garment hath him, 


One whoſe hard heart is batton'd up with ſteel: 

A ßend, a fury, Pitileſs and rough, 

A wolf, nav, worſe, a fellow all in buff; 

A back fricnd, a ſuoulder-elapper, one that commands 
The paſſages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands: 

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well; 


One that, —_ the —— carries poor ſouls to 
he 


Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 
S. Dre. 1 do not know the matter; he is reſted on 
the caſe. 
Ar. What, is he arreſted? tell me, at whoſe fuit. 
F. Dro. I know not at whoſe ſuit he is arreſted, well; 


but he's in a ſuit of buff which reſted him, that I con 


tell. Will you fend him, Miſtreſs, redemption, the 


money in his deſi ? 


Aar. Go fetch it, ſiſter. This I wonder at, 
[Exi#4 Luciana. 

Thar he, unknown to me, ſhould be in debt! 
Tell me, was he arreſted on a bond? 

S. Drs. Not on a bond, but on a ſtronger thing, 
A chain, a chain; do you not hear it ring? 

Adr. What, the chain? | 

S. Dro. No, no; the bell; tis time that IT were 

gone ®, 


A- that I were gone. 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock ſtrikes one. 
Adr. The hours come back! that I did never hear. 
S. Dro. O yes, if any hour meet a ſerjeant, a“ turns back for 
fear. 

Adr. Bs if Time were in debt! how fondly doſt thou reaſor 

S. Dro. Time is a very benkrout, and owes more than hes 
worth. to feaſon. 


Nay he's a thicf too: have you nat heard men fay, 


"i bat Time comes ſtealing on. by night and Gay? 
It lime bein debt and theft, and 2 2 rieant in the 


Flath Le not reaſon to turn back an 0 ham in a day: 


_ &c. 
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Eater Luciana. 


Adr. Go, Dromio; there's the money, bear it ſtraight, 
And bring thy maſter home immediately, 
Come, ſiſter, I am preſs'd down with conccit; | 
Conceit, my cemfort and my injury. [Excurt. 


SCENE V. Changes to the flreet. 


Enter Amipholis / Syracuſe. IP 
S. Ant. There's not a man I meet but Coth ſalute me, 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend 
And every one doth cail me by my name. 
Some tender meney to me, ſome invite me; 
Some other give me thanks for kindneſies; 


Some offer me commodities to buy. 


Ev'n now a tailor call'd me in his ſhop, 
And ſhow'd me ſilks that he had bought for me, 


And therewithal tock meaſure of my body. 


Sure cheſe are but imaginary wiles, 


And Lapland ſorcerers inhabit here. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. 
S. Dro. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for ; 


What, have you got rid of the picture of old Adam 


new-apparell'd * ? | 

S. Ant. What gold is this? what Adam doft thou 
mean? | | 
S. Dre. Not that Adam that kept the parad'ſe, but 
that Adam that keeps the priſon; he that goes in the 
calves ſkin that was kill'd for the prodigal; he that 
came behind you, Sir, like an evil angel, and bid you 
forſake your liberty. e 

S. Aut. I underſtand thee not. | 

S. Drs, No? why, 'tis a plain caſe; he that went 
like a baſe-viol in a cafe of leather; the man, Sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 
"reſts them; he, Sir, that takes pity on decay'd men, 
and gives em fuits of durance; ke that ſets up his 

* Alluding to the coat of ins made for Adam after the fall, 
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relt ® to do more exploits with his mace, than a Mau- 


rice pike . 


S. Aut. What! thou mean'ſt an officer? 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, the ſerſeant of the band; he that 
brings any man to anſwer it that breaks his bond; one 
that thinks a man always going to bed, and faith, God 
give you good ret! | | 

S. Ant. Well, Sir, there reſt in your foolery. 

Is there any ſhip puts forth to-night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour 
Ance, that the bark Expedition puts forth to-night, and 
then were you hinder'd by the ſerjeant, to tarry for tlie 
hoy Delay. Here are the angels that you ſent for, tv 
deliver you. 

S. Aut. The fellow is diſtract, and fo am I, 

And here we wander in illuſions; 
Some bleſſed power deliver us from hence! 


SCENE VI. Enter à Countezan. 
Cour, Well met, well met, Maſter Antipholis. 


1 fee, Sir, you have found the goldſmith now: 


Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day ? 
S. Ant. Satan, avoid! I charge thee, tempt me not . 


* Sets ap lis reſt, is a phraſe taken from military exerciſe. When 
gunpowder was firſt invented, its force was very weak compared to 
that in preſent uſe. This neceſſatily required fire-arms to be of an 
extraordinary length. As the artiſts improve the ſtrengtii of their 

der, the ſoldiers proportiunably ſhortencd their arms ang urtil- 
Row ; fo that the cunnen-which Froitſart tells us was once fifty rout 
long, was contracted t) lets than ten. his proportion like iſe 


held in their muikets; fo that. till the middle of the laſt century, 


the muſketcers always ſupported their pieces when they gre hre, 
with a / ſtuck before them into the ground, wich they called 
ſetting up their veſt, and is here alluded to. There is another 
quibbling alluſion too to the ſe: jeant's office of arreſting. dir 
Warlurt.n. 

+ i. e. a pikeman of Prince Vanrice's army. He was the great- 


| eſt General of that age. and the conductor of the Low-country 


wars aga nſt Spain, under whom all rhe Engliſh Gentry and Not+- 
lity were bred to the ſervice. . Being frequently overborn wit! 
numbers, he became famous for his fine retreats, in which a ſtand 
of pikes is of great ſervice Hence the pikes of his army became 
tamous for their military exploits. b 

A Dro. Maſter, is this Miſtreſs Satan? 
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Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner. 
Or for my diamond the chain you promis'd, 
And I l be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 
S. Dro. Somedevils af but the proings of <ne's pail, 


_ aruſh, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, a cher- 


ry-ftone; but ſhe, more covetous, would have a chain. 
Mafter, be wiſe; an if you give it her, the devil will 
ſhake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elſe the chain; 


I hope you do not mean to cheat me fo. 


S Ant. Avaunt, thou witch! come, Dromio, let us 
| go . [ Excunrts 


SCENE VII. Manet Courtezan. 
aur. Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad; 
Elſe would he never fo demean hiniſelf. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 
And tor the ſame he promis'd me a chain; 
Both one and other Ee demes me now. 
The reaſon that I gather he is mad, 
(>ekdes this preſent inſlance of his rage), 
Is a mad tal: ke told to-day at dinner, 
Oi his own door being hut agiinſt Ils entrance, 
Belike his wife, acquainted witn Eis __ 


S. Aut. It is the devil. 

S. Dre. Nay, ſue is worſe, ſne's the devil's dam; and here ſhe 
comes in the habit of a light wench, and thereof comes, that the 
* neh s ſuy. Cod dam me; that's as much as to tay. God mak 
mea lig ht wene},, It is ee they apgcar to men like angels 
of ji: Zia; ; laht is an effect of fire, and fire will burn; ergo, light 
wenciics will burn: come not ncar her. 

Corr. Your man and you are marvetions merry, Sir. Will you 

with me, we'll mend our dinner here? 
S. Drs. Maſter, it you do expect ſpoon-meat, beſpeak a a lng 
oon. 
8 S. Aut. Why, Dromio? 

S. Drs. d arry. ke mutti have a long ſpoon that muſt eat with 


the devil 


S. At. Avcid then, fiend? what tell'ſt thou me of ſepping ? 
Thou art, as you are ll. a forcerets: 
I conjure i ee to lava me, and be gone. 
Caur. Give me the ting, Cc. 
+ —_ — — let u5 20. 
S. Dro. Fly pride, 145 the peacock; Mirefs, that you know, 
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Q 3 


U 
13 
44 
: 
* 
* 


186 The Comedy of Errors. 


Act. rv. 


On purpoſe ſhut the doors againft his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his houſ?, 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic, 

He rufh'd into my houle, — took pe rforce 

My ring away. This courſe 1 fare chaſe; 

For forty ducats is too much to loſe. Exit. 


SCENE VIII. Changes to the ftreet. 


Enter Antipholis of Epheſus, with a Failor. | 
E. Ant. Fear me not, man; I will not break away; 


T'l! give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much money, 
To warrant thee, as I am Teſted for. 


My wiſe is in a wayward mood to-day, 


And will not lightly truft the meſſenger. 
"That I ſhould be attach'd in Ephefus, 
I tell you "would found harſhly in her ears. 


Enter Dromio of Epheſus, with à rope's-end. 


Here comes my man; I think he brings the money. 


How now, Sir; have you that I ſent you for? 
E. Dro. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them 
E. Ant But where's the money? Call. 
E. Dro. Why, Sir, I gave the money for the rope. 
E. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 
E. Dro. Lill ferve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate, 
E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 
E. Dro. To a rope's-end, Sir; and to that end an: 

I return'd. 


E. Aut. And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you. 


[ Beats Dromio. 
OF. Good Sir, be 
E. Dro. Nay, tis for me to be patient; I am in 


Adverſity. 


Of. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

E. Dro. Nay, rather perfuade him to hold his 
hands. | 

E. Ant. Thou whoreſon, ſenſeleſs villain ! 

E. Dro. I would I were ſenſcleſs, Sir, that I might 
not feel your blows, 


E. Ant. 96 
fo is an afs. 


7A 


Sc. 9. The Comedy of Errors. 

E. Dro. I am an as, indeed; you may prove 
my long cars. I have ſerv d him from the hour 
nativity to this inſtant, and have nothing at his 
for my ſervice but blows. When I am cold, he heats 
me with beating; when I am warm, he cools me with 
beating; I am wak'd with it, when I fleep; rais'd with 
it, when I fit; driven out of doors with it, when I go 
from home ; 'welcom'd home with it, when I return; 
nay, I bear it on my ſhoulders, as a beggar wont her 


brat ;z and [ think, when he bath lam'd me, I ſhall beg 
with it from door to dar. 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and Pinch. 


* Ant. Come, go along; my wife is coming yon- 


E. Dro. Miſtreſs, reſpice fnem, reſpect your end; 


or rather the prophecy, hke the parrot *, beware the 


rope's 
E. Aus. Wilt chou ſtill talk? [ Beats Dromio. 
Cour. „ is not your huiband 
mad ? 


Adr. His incivility confirms no leſs. 
Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer, 
Eftabliſh him in his true ſenſe agam, 
And I will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how tharp he looks! 
Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his ccſtaly BY 
Pinch. Give me your hand, dl bs ths hed you 


E. Ant. There is my hand, and let it feel your car. 
Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this man, 


To yield poſſeſſion to my holy prayers; 


And to thy ftate of darkneis hie thee Rraight, 
I conjure thee by all the faints in heav'n. 
E. Ant. Peace, doating wizard, peace ; I am not 
mad. 


This alludes to 8 teachin ing that bird unlucky words ; 
with which when any paſſenger was offended, it vas the "anding 


joke of the wiſe owner to fa, Take beet, Sir, my Perrot progheſies. 
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E. Ant · You minion, you, are theſe your cuſtomers? 


Did this companion with the ſaffron face 


Revel and fcait it at my houſe to-day, 
Whilft upon me the guilty doors were ſhut, 


And I deny'd to enter in my houſe ? 


Adr. Oh, huſband, God doth know, you din'd at 
Where would you had remain'd until this time, 
Free from thefe flanders and this open ſhame ! 
E. Ant. Din d I at home? thou villain, what ſay ft 
thou ? 
E. Dro. Sir, ſooth to fay, you did not dine at home. 
E. Aut. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I ſhut 
| out? 
E. Dre. Perdie, your doors were lock d, and you 
ſhut out, 
E. Ant. And did not ſhe herſelf revile me there? 
E. Dro. Sans fable, tae herſelf revil'd you there. 
E. Ant. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 
ſcorn me? 
E. Dre. Certes, the did, the vtec ſcorn'd 
| you. 
E. Ant. And did I not in rage depart from thence ? 
E. Dro. In verity, you did; my bones bear witneſs, 
That fince have felt the vigour of your rage. 
dr. Is 't good to ſooth him in t eſe contraries ? 
Pinch. It is no ſhame; the fellow finds his vein, 
And, yielding to hum, humours well his frenzy. 
E. Aut. Thou bait ſuborn'd the goldſmith to arreſt 
me. 
Adr. Alas, I ſent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in haſte for it. | 
E. Dra. _ by me? heart and good-will you 
mig rt, 
Burt ſurely, Maſter, not a rag of money. 
E. Ant. Wear nat thes w her for 2 purſe of du- 
cars ? 
Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 
Luc. And L am witneſs with her, that ſhe did, 
E. Dro. God and the rope-maker do bear me witnef: , 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 
Pinch. S eee poſſels d; 


at 


reſt 


yOu 
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know it by their pale and deadly looks ; 
be bound, and hid in fome dark room. 

E. Aut. 46 didſt chou lock me forth to- 
And why doſt thou deny the bag of gold ! 

Adr. I did not, gentle buſband, lock thee forth, 

E. Drs, And, gentle matter, I receiv'd no gold; 
But I confeſs, ig that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. Diſſembling villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe in both, 

E. Ant. Diſſembling harlot, thou art falſe in all; 
And art confederate with a damnc-1 pack, 
To make a lothſome abject fcorn of me 
But with theſe nails I'll pluck out thoſe falſe eyes, 
That would behold in me this thameful ſport. 


Euter three or four, and of er ta bind him : he flrices, 
Adr. Oh, bind him, bind him, let him not come 


near me. 

Pinch. More company; — the ficnd is ſtrong within 
kim. 

Lac. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he 
looks ! | 


E. Ant. What, will you murther me ? thou jailor > 
thou, 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou ſuffer them 
To make a reſcue ? 
OF. Maſters; let him go: 


He is my ann 


Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Har. What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh officer ? 
Haſt thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and diſpleaſure to himſclf ? 

CF. He is my priſoner; if I let him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir'd of me. 
Aar. I will diſcharge thee ere I go from thee; 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

[7 hey bind Antipholis and Dromio- 

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay u. 
Good Maſter Doctor, ſce him fafe convey'd 
Home to my houſe. Ch, moſt unhappy Gay ! 

E. Ant. Ch, moſt unhappy ſtrumpet! 

E. Dro. Maſter, I'm here ester d in bond for you. 
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E. Ant. Out on thee, villain! wherefore doſt thou 
mad me ? 

E. Dro. Will you be dowd for manding? be mad, 
good matter ; cry, the devil. 

Luc. Ged help, yaor hu, how idly do they talk ! 

Adr. Go bear him hence; filter, ſtay you with me. 
[ Excunt Pinch, Antipholis, aud Dromio. 
Say now, whoſe ſuit is he arreſted at? 


E T2 4 23> a * 
Manent Officer, Adriana, Luciana, and Courtezan, 


Cf. One Angelo, a goldſmith ; do you know him? 
Adr. I know the man; what is the fam be owes ? 
Cg. Two hundred ducats, 
Adr. Say, how grows it due? 
Gf. Due for a chain your huſvand had of him. 
Adr. He did beſpeak a chain for me, but bad it not, 
Cour. When as your buſband all in rage to- day 
Came to my houſe, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I faw upon his finger now), 
Straight after did I meet him wich a chain. 
Adr. It may be fo, but I did never ſee it. 
Come, jailor, bring me where the goldſmith is, 
1 long to know the truth hereof at large. 


nes mm 


Enter Antipholis of Syracuſe, with his rapier drawn, 


and Dromio of Syracuſe. 


Lac. God, for thy mercy, they cve Ince again. 
Adr. And come with naked fwords ; 
Let's call more help to have them bound again. 
CF. Away, they'll KIll us. [They run aut. 
Marent Antipholis, and Dromio. 
S. Ant. I fee, theſe witches are afraid of ſwords. 


S. Dre. She that would be your wife, now ran from 


vou. 


S. Art. Come to the Centaur, ferch our ſtuff from 


thence : 
I long that we were ſafe and ſound aboard. 
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S. Dre. Faith, ſtay here this night; they will ſurely 
do us no harm; you faw, they ſpake us fair, pave us 
gold; methinks, they are ſuch a gentle nation, that but 
for the mountain of mad fleſh that claims marriage of 
me, I could find in my heart to ſtay here ſtill, and turn 
witch. 
S. Ant. I will not ſtay to-night for all the town; 
Therefore away, to get our ſtuff aboard. [Exeunt. 


ET % FECNR 
A ſtreet, before a priory. 
Enter the Merchant, and Angelo. 


Ang. I Am ſorry, Sir, that I have hinder'd you; 
But, I proteſt, he had the chain of me, 
Tho” moſt diſhoneftly he doth deny it. 
Mer. How is the man eftcem'd here in the city ? 
Ang. Of very reverend reputation, Sir, 
Of credit infiuite, highly belov'd, 
Second to none that lives here in the city; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 
Mer. Speak foftly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 
Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Syracuſe. 
Ang. "Tis ſo; and that felf-chain about his neck, 
Which he fori..ore moſt monſtrouſſy to have. 
Good Sir, draw near to me, III ſpeak to him. 
Signior Antipholis, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble; 


And not without fome ſcandal to yourſelf, 


With circumſtance and oaths ſo to deny 

This chain, which now you wear fo openly: 
Beſides the charge, the ſhame, impriſonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend ; 


Who, but for ſtaying on our controverſy, | 

Had hoiſted fail, and put to fea to-day. 

This chain you had of me, can you deny it? 
S. Ant. I think I had; I never did deny it. 
Mer. Yes, that you did, Sir; and foriwore it too. 
S. Aut. Who heard me to deny it, gr ſcriwear it? 
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Mer. Theſe ears of mine, thou knoweſt, did hear thee : 
Fie on thee, wretch ! tis pity that thou lix ſt 
To walk where any honeſt men reſort. 

S. Art. Thou art a villain, 2222222 
I'll prove mine honour aad my honeſty 
Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'f Rand. 

"Aer. I dare, aad do ay thee for a villain. 

[ They draw, 


Þ & 8 & U. 
Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, aud others. 


Adr. Hold. hurt him not, for God's ſake ; he is mad; 
Some get within him, take his fword away : 
Bird Dromio too, and bear them to my houſe. 
§. Drs. Run, Mafter, run; for Ged's fake, take a 
This is ſome priory; in, or we are fpeil'd. houſe; 
[Exeunt to the pricry. 
Enter Lady Abbeſs. 

Abb. Be quiet, people; wherefore throng you hither ? 

Aar. To fetch my poor diftrafied hutband hence; 
Let vs come in, that we may bind him faft, 

And bear him home for his recovery. 
Aug. | knew he was not in his perfect wits. 
Mer. 1 'm forry now that I did draw on him. 
hb. How long bath this poſſe Ron held the man? 
Adr. This week he hath been heavy four, fad, 
And much much different from the man he was : 
But, till this afternoon, his paſſion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Mob. Hath he not loſt much wealth by wreck at fea ? 
Bury'd ſome dear friend? hath not elſe his eye | 
Stray'd his affection in unlawful love? 

A ſin, prevailing much in youthful men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of g. gering. 
Which of theſe forrows is he ful 2& to: 

Aar. To none of theſe, — it be the laſt; 
Namely, ſome love chat drew kim oft from home. 

bb. Ven ſnould for that have reprchended him. 

Adr. Why, fo I did. 
Abb. Ay, but not rough enough, 
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Adr. As roughly as my modeſty wouid let me. 
Abb. Haply, in private. 
Adr. And in aſſemblies too. 
Abb. Ay, but not enough. 
Aar. It was the copy of our conference. 

In bed, he ſlept not for my urging it; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it; 

Alone, it was the fubje& of my theme; 

In company, I often glanc'd at it ; 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And therefore came it that the man was mad. 

The venom clamours of a jealous woman 

Poiſon more deadly, than a mad dog's tooth. 

It ſeems his ſleeps were hinder'd by thy railing ; 

er 

Thou his meat was fauc'd with th 8 

Unquiet meals make ill digeſtions ; * 

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred; 

And what's ea 

boy hgh his ſports were —_— 
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ae 3 =p of 
diſturb'd, would mad or man or beat: 
e coalequence is then, thy jealous fits 
"d thy huſband from the uſe of wits, 
- She never r him but 
demean d himſelf b, rude, and wildly ; 
. 4X 
Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof. - 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 
Abb. No, not a creature enter in my houſe. 
Adr. Then, let your ſervants bring my huſband forth. 
Abb. Neither ; he took this place for ſanctuary, 
And it ſhall privilege him from your hands ; 
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Date. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 


Enter the Duke, and Zgeon bare-headed ; with the 
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We came again to bind them; then they fled 
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Whoſe beard they have fing'd off with brands of fire; 
And exer as it blaz'd, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair; 
My maſter preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with ſciſſars nicks him like a fool: 
And, fure, unleſs you fend fome preſent help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr. Peace, fool, thy maſter and his man are here, 
And that is falſe thou doſt report to us. | 

Meſ. Miſtreſs, upon my life, I tell you true; 

I have not breath'd almoſt fince I did fee it. 
He cries for you, nner 


To ſcotch your face, and to disſigure you. 
„ 


Hark, bark, I hear him, miſtreſs; fly, be gone. 

Dale. Come, ſtand by me, fear nothing: guard with 

halberds. 

Adr. Ay me, it is my huſband ; witneſs you, 
That he is borne about inviſible ! 
Ev'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here, 

And now he's there, paſt thought of human reaſon, 


S CEASE FT. 
Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Epheſus. 


E. Ant. Juſtice, moſt gracious Duke, oh, grant me 


juſtice. 
Even for the ſervice that long ſince ! did thee, 
When [ beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep fears to fave thy life, even for the Llood 
That then I loſt for thee, now grant me juſtice. 


Aeon. Unleſs the fear of death doth make me doat, 


I ſee my ſon Antipholis and Dromio. 


E. ant. Juſtice, ſweet Prince, againſt that woman 


there : 
She whom thou gav'ſt to me to be my wife; 
That hath abuſed And diſhonour'd me, 
Ev'n in the ſtrength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wrong, 
That ſhe this day hath ſhamelefs thrown on me. 
Duke. Diſcover how, and thou ſhalt find me juſt. 
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Nor, heady-raſh, provok'd with raging ire; 


might make one wiſer mad. 


<ey'd, tharp-looking =" 4Y 
man,” This pernicious flave, 
took on him as 2 conjurer; 


in my eyes, fecling my pulſe, 
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They tell upon 
Abd is o dack and daakith vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound together, 
Till, gnawing with my teeth a bonds aſunder, 
I gain'd my freedom, and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace ; whom I beſeech 
To give me ample ſatisfaction 
For theſe deep ſhames and great indignities. 
Ang. Miy Lord, in truth, thus far I witneſs with him; 
That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out. 
Dude. But had he fuch a chain of thee, or no ? 
Ang. He bad, my Lord; and when he ran in here, 
Theſe people ſaw the chain about his neck. 
| Mer, Beſides, I will be ſworn, theſe ears of mine 
Hcard you confeſs, you had the chain of him, 
Aſter you firſt foriwore it on the mart ; 
And thercupon I drew my ſword on you; 
Ard then yen fled into this abbey here, 
From whence I think you're come by miracle. 
E. Art. I never came within abbey-walls, 
Nor ever didſt thou draw thy ſword on me; 
I never {aw the chain, fo help me heav'n ! 
And this is falſe you burden me withal. 
Dake. Why, what an intricate impeach is this? 
T tink you all have drunk of Circe's cup; 
If here you hcus'd him, lere he would have been ; 
If he were raad, he would not plead fo coldly : 
You ſay, he din'd at home; the goldfmith here 
Denies that faymg. Sirrah, what fay you ? 
E. Dre. Sic, he din'd with her there at the Porcu- 


| ome. 

Caur. He did, and from my finger ſnatch'd that ring. 
E. Ant. "Tis true, my Liege, this ring I had of her. 
Dute. Saw'ſt thou him enter at the abbey here? 
Cour. As ſure, my Liege, as I do ſee your Grace. 


Duke. Why, this is ſtrange ; go call the Abbeſs hi- | 


* 7 


I think you are all mated or ſtark mad. 


[Exit one to the Abbeſe, 
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Haply I fee a friend will fave my life, 


And pay the ſum that may deliver me. 
Duke. freely, Syracuſan, what thou wilt. 
geen. Is not your name, Sir, call'd 4ntipholic ? 
And 1s not that your bondman Dromio ? 
Dro. Within this hour L. was his bondman, Sir, 
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ſon from them, 
left with thoſe of Epidamaum. 


That floated with thee on the fatal raft. 


"5-4 
g 


Send 


Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he and I, 


But, by and by, 
force took Dromio and my 


2 Dre. And I with him. 


What then became of theni, I cannot tell; 


By 
And me they 


Sc. 5. 


9 2 2 8 


s enn n Vu 
Manent the two Antipholis's, and two Dromio's. 


38. Dro, Maſter, ſhall I fetch your ſtuff from ſhip- 
board ? 
bark'd ? | 

S. Dro. Your goods, that lay at hoſt, Sir, in the 
Centaur 


S. Ant. He ſpeaks to me; Lam your maſter, Dromio. 


8. 
„ 
* | 
We cme wt the work, he broker ad brother 
do id bind aL __ 
ander 
[ Exeunt. 


The WinTzx's TALE 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Lroxr Ss, King of Sicilia. Mariner. 

—— + > all Servant to the old ſhephere. 
Mami yowg Prince | 1d ſbe 
Florizel, Prince of Bithynis. || 


Hermione, Queen to Leontes. 
| Perdita, danghtcr to Leontes and 
Hermione. 


WEI 


| 
SCENE, ſometimes in Sicilia, ſometimes in Bithynia. 
a CT LL HEAL L 
An antichamber in Leantes's palace. 
Euter Camillo and Archidamus. 
you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Bithy- 


0 Paton —— ſervices 
Ar 


aid, % =— ad 


of Doraſtus and Fauria. 


The plot taken from the old | 
+ The country here called hath in former editions been 

— IT dhe Grams in the centre 
of Europe; whereas many of the great incidents the play turn 
vgen ks being 92 country, 8 was the King: 


gras 


8. 28 


7 722222 = 
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| you in the hopes of him: 
child; one that indeed phyſics the ſubject, 
This is a blunder and an of which Shakeſpear in juſtice 
ought not to be thought capable : and as he hath turnꝰd quite anew 
the ſtory contain'd in the old paltry book of Daraſtus and F aunia, 
changing moſt of the main circum es, and all the names of the 
perſons; it is probable he removed this impropricty, and placed the 
icene in Bithyme. which the ignorance and negligence of the firſt 
| tranſcribers or printers might corrupt, and bring back again to Ba- 

Lexta, by a leſs variation in the letters than they have been guilty 
et in numberleſs other places of this work, 


Arch. If the King had no fon, dey waits dtc 
Jive on crutches till he had one. 


SCENE I. Opens to the preſence. 


Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixencs, and 
attendants. 


| Pol. Nine changes of the watry ftar hath been 
— (The thepherd's note *} fince we have left our throne 
Without a burthen : . 


Ne hoes winds an fine to make us fay, 

This is put forth too truly.” Beſides, J have flay'd 
'To tire your royalty. 

Les. We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to't. 


longer 
Leo. One fev 'n-night longer. 7 
Fel. "wa ſooth, to-morrow. 


There is no tongue that moves, none, none i th* world, 
So ſoon as your's, could win me: 11492 
Were there neceſſity in your requeſt, altho! 
Twere needful I deny it. My affairs 
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peace, until 
: you, Sir, 
, you are fare, 
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Her. Not your goaler then, 
But your kind hoſteſs ; come, I'll queſtion you 


Of my Lord's tricks, and your's, when you were boys: 
You were lordings then ? 

Pol. We were, fair 
To lads, that thought there was no more behind, 
But ſuch a day to-morrow as to-day, 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The verier wag o th two? 

Pal. TN that did friſk i th” 


And bleat the one at th' other: what we ang d. 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 

The doctrine of ill doing; no, nor dream d 
That any did: had we purſu d that life, 

And our weak fpirits ne er been higher rear d 

With blood, we ſhould have anſwer d heaven 


 Boldly, Not guilty ; n impoſition clear d, 


and I are devils. Yet go on 


— 
* 


Th' offences we have made you do, we'll anſwer; 
If you Fr 

You did continue fault; acres ade cham 
With any but with us. 


. e. ſetting aſide original fin ; the from 
HIND 32: RE proteſted 
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Her. Never ? 
Her. What? have I twice faid well? when was t 


„ Exe 
ſpur we heat an acre, but to th goal *. 
My laft good deed was to intreat his ſtay ; 
What was my firſt ? it has an elder filter, | 
Or 1 miſtake you: O, would her name were Grace? 
But once before I ſpake to th' purpoſe ? when? 
Nay, let me hav't; I long. 

Leo. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed months had ſowr'd themſelves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 

And clepe thyſelf my love; then didſt thou utter, 
« I am your's for ever. a | 

Her. "Tis grace; indeed. 

Why, 10 now; I've ſpoke to th* purpoſe twice; 
The one for ever earn'd a royal huſband ; 

'Th' other, for ſome while a fricnd. : 
ä Too hot, too hot [ {fde. 
E have #remer cordis on me——my heart dances 3; | 
May a free fate put on; derive a liberty 

From heartinefs, from bounty, fertile boſom, 

And well become the agent: t may, I grant; 

But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 

As now they are, and making practis d ſmiles, 

As in a looking-glaf then to figh, as twere 
The mort of th' deer + ; Oh, that is entertainment 
My boſom likes not, nor my brows, —Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy? | 
Man. Ay, my good Lord. 

986 uſage will win us to any thing; but, witk ill, we 
* — where — . Lame hem incliuatiun 
would otherwite have carried us. 

t CEOS — the deer, 

3 
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Why, that's my bawcock ; what ? has't ſmutch'd thy 


They fay, depo me ef wes, Came, Cogn, 
We muſt be neat; not neat, but cleanly, Captain 


[Wiper the boy fac 
And yet the ſteer, the heifer, and the calf, 
Are all call'd zeat. Still virginalling 
[9jerving Polixenes and Hermione. 
Upon his pam? ——How now, you wanton calf ! 
Art thou my calf? 
Mam. Yes, if you will, my Lord. 
Les. Thou cat fh a rough pſh aud the hoot that 
: ve, 
To be full like me. Let » we are 
Almoſt as like as eggs : women a fo, 
L 
As o'er-dy'd blacks “, as winds, as waters; falſe 
As dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 
No bourne 'twixt his and mine; yet were it true 
I'd its Sip bay wane Weep. Come, Sir page, 
ES ee ae egy 
my 't be— 
Imagination! thou doſt ſtab to th* centre 
| Thou doſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, 
_ -Communicat' with how ean this be?) 
With what's unreal, thou co-active art, 
And fellow ſt nothing. Then tis very credent, 
Thou may ſt co-join with fon and thou doſt, 
And that beyond commiſſion ; and I find it ; 
And that to the infection of my brains, 
And hard'ning of my brows, 
Pol. What means Sicilia? 
Her. He ſomething ſeems unfrtled. 
Pal. How ? my Lord? 
Lea. What cheer ? how is 't with you, beſt brother? 
Her. You look 
As if you held a brow of much diſtration. 
Are not you mov'd, my Lord? 
Lea. No, in good earneſt. 


* A lack dye being uſed in too great mie, & 
make the cloth to rot upon foto gre quan 


fade and grow ruſty much ihe focacr, 


1 thin 


colour it ſel is 


1” 


Are fo fond of your young prince, as We 
D 


— — all. 

's day ſhort as December: 
varying chi „eures in me 
ſhould thick my blood. 

Leo. So ftands this ſquire 


We are your's i th” garden: ſhall s attend 
Teese, nE. go thee? 
Be you beneath the ſky. I am angling now 
1 how I give line ; 
tO, go to, elſerving Her. 
Go ew ec 
r 
[Exeunt Polix. Her. and attendants: 
[ Manent Leo. Mam. and Cam. 
To her allowing huſband, Gone already, 
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Inch-thick, knee-deep; o'er head and ears, a ſock d 


a preſent, 
ile I ſpeak this, holds his wife by th' arm, 
thinks ſhe has been fluic'd in's abſence ; 
his pond fiſn d by his next neighbour, by | 
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| | 

From ealt, weft, north, and fouth, be it concluded, 
No barricadu for a belly. Know 't, | 

It will let in and out the enemy, 
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ſtander-by, 


: fay 


ght 
Can. I would not be 2 


th 


6 14438 


x That would, unſeen, be wicked ? Is this nothing ? 
Why, then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing, 


Had fervants true about me, that bare eyes 
To fee alike mine honour, as their profits, 


: 
: 
] 
8 
> 


Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of waſps) : 
Give ſcandal to the blood o' th' Prince, my fon, 
Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe 


moving to t? would I do this! 
blench ? 
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my 
ſeem friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. 


Cam. O miſerable Lady ! but, for me, C 
What caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the poiſoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do't 
Is the obedience to a maſter ; one, 
Who, in rebellion with himfelf, will have 
All that are his fo too. To do this deed, 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thouſands, that had ſtruck anointed kings, 
oo YC I'd not do't : but ſince 

or braſs, nor ſtone, nor parchment, bears not one; 
Let villany itſelf forfwear t. I muſt 7 


2 


Hg T 


EFOQO PFE 2 Seren 


x. Sc. 4- The Winter's Tale. 217 


SC EN E IV. 
Pol. This is ftrange ! methinks | 
My favour here begins to warp. Not ſpeak ?— 


oy + Moſt Royal Sir! 


Cam. I dare not know, my Lord. 1 
Pol. How, dare not? do not? do you know, 
dare not ? 
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Thereof to be inform'd, impriſon t not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. I may not anſwer. 

Pol. A ſickneſs caught of me, and yet I well? 
T muſt be anſwer d. Doſt thou hear, Camillo, 
J conjure thee by all the parts of man, 
Which honour does acknowledge, (whereof the leaſt 
Is not this ſuit of mine), that | wal declare, 
What incidency thou doſt gueſs of harm | 
Is creeping towards me; how far off, how near; 
Which way to be prevented, if it be; 


If not, how beft to bear it. R 
Cam. Sir, I II tell you. g 


Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable ; therefore mark my counſel ; 
Which muſt be ev'n as ſwiftly ies 
I mean to utter it; or both yourſelf and me 
Cry loft, ——— 

Pal. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed him to murder you. 

Pol. By whom, — 

Cam. By the 

Pol. For what? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he ſwears, 
As he had ſeen t, or been an inſtrument 
To vice you tot, that you have touch'd his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh, then, my beſt blood turn 
To an infected gelly, and my name 
Be yok'd with his that did betray the beſt! 
Turn then my fretheit reputation to 
A favour that may ſtrike the dulleſt noftril 
Where I arrwe; and my approach be ſhunn'd, 
Nay, hated too, worſe than the grear'ft infection 
That e'er was heard or read! * 
Cam. Swear this though over 

By each particular ſtar in heaven, and 
By all their influences; you may as well 
Irn 
As or by oath remove, or counſel ſhake, 


i e. to draw. perſuade you. The character called the Viet 
im the old plays, was the Tempter to evil. 
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The fabric of his folly ; whoſe foundation 
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his body. 

Pol. How ſhould this grow? | 

Cam. I know not; but I'm ſure tis ſafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how tis born. 
If therefore you dare truſt my honeſty, 
That lies incloſed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, away to-night ; 
Your followers I will whiſper to the buſineſs ; 
And will by twoes and threes, at feveral poſterns, 
Clear them o' th' city. For myſelf, I'll put 
My fortunes to your ſervice, which are here 
By this diſcovery loſt. Be not uncertain; 
For, by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utrer'd truth; which if you ſeek to prove, 
I dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer, 
Than one condemned by the King's own mouth; 
Thereon his execution {worn. | 

Pol. I do believe thee : 
I faw his heart in's face, Give me thy hand; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places ſha!l | 
Still neighbour mine. My ſhips are ready, and 


wy 


N Is for a precious creature; as ſhe's rare, 
Muſt it be great; and, as his perſon's mighty, 
Muſt it be violent; and as he does conceive 
He is diſhonour'd by a man which ever 
Profeſs'd to him, why, his revenges muſt 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o'er-thades me : 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queen's; part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his il]-ra'en fuſpicion! Come, Camillo, 
I will reſpect thee as a father, if 
Thou bear'ft my life off hence. Let us avoid. 
Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the poſterns : pleaſe your Highneſs 
To take the urgent hour, Come, Sir, away. [Exeunt. 
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Into a goodly 
Her. Whes willeus flies amongſt you ? come, Sir, now 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us, 
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| The palace. | 
Euter Hermione „ Mamillius, and Ladies. 
Ake the boy to you; he ſo troubles me, 
Tis paſt enduring. 
1 Lady. Come, my gracious 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 
Mam. No, I'll none of you. 
1 Lady. Why, my ſweet Lord? 
Mam. You'll kifs me hard, and ſpeak to me as if 
I were a baby ftill; I love you better. 
2 Lady. And why fo, my Lord? 
Mam. Nor for becauſe 
Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they fay, 
Become ſome women beſt ; ſo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a ſemicircle, 
Or a half -· moon made with a pen. 
2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 
Mam. I learn d it out of womens” faces: greg ans 
What colour be your eye-brows ? 
1 Lady. Blue, my Lord. 
Mam. 2. I've ſeen a lady's noſe 
ys ga 
1 Lady. Hark 
The Queen your macher rennds agare': we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices to a fine new prince 
One of theſe days; and then you'll wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 
2 Lady. ob Jeet of hes 
bulk, (good time encounter her !) 


Her. 


And tell 's a tale. 
Mam. Merry, or fad, ſhall 't be? 
Her. As merry as you will. 
Nan. A ſad tale's beſt for winter. 
I kave one of ſprights and goblins. 
Her. Let's have that, good Sir. 
Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beſt 


K M © wk to 
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To fright me with your ſprights: you re powerful at it. 


Mam. There was a man 

Her. Nay, come, fit down; then on. 

Mam, Dwelt by a church-yard;—1 will tell it 
Yond crickets ſhall not hear it. [ſoftly : 

Her. Come on, then, and give 't me in mine ear. 


SCENE u. 
Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords. 
Les. Was he met there? his train? Camillo with 
him ? 


Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I mer them; never 
tre 1 nes ee a the wag: I ey'd them 


| Even to their ſhips, 


Leo, How bleſs'd am I 

In my juſt cenſure! in my true opinion! 
Alack, for leſſer knowledge, how accurs'd 

In being fo bleſs d! 1 
A ſpider ſteep'd, and one may drink; depart, 
« And yet partake no venom; for his knowledge 
« Is not infected: but if one 
« Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 

« How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his fides 
& With violent hefts. I have drunk, and feen the 


ſpider. 

Camillo was his help in this, his pander : 
Ther is» plot againſt my Ie, my crown; 
All's true that is miſtruſted : that falſe villain, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He hath difcover'd my deſign, and I 
Remain a pinch'd thing * ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will. How came the poſterns 
So eaſily open? 

Lord. By his great authority, 
Which often hath no lefs prevail d than fo 
On your command. 

„ 8 | 
Give me the boy; I'm glad you did not nurſe him: 


© Alluding to the ſuperſtition of the vulgar concerning thoſe u he 


She's an adult' reſs. 
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Though he does bear ſome ſigns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 
Her. What is this? ſport ? 
Les. Bear the boy hence, a 
Away with him, and let her ſport herſelf 
With that ſhe's big wich: for tis Polixenes 


Has made thee ſwell thus. 


Her. But I 'd fay, he had not; 
And, I'll be fern. you would believe my ſaying, 
Howe er you lean to th' nayward. 

Leo. Tou, my Lords, 

Look on her, mark her well; be but about 

To ſay, he is a goodly lady, and 

The juſtice of your hearts will thereto add, 

'Tis pity the's not honeſt, honourable : 


Praiſe her but for this her without-door form, 


(Which, on my faith, deſerves high ſpeech), and ſtraight 
The ſhrug, the hum, or ha,—(theſe petty brands, 
Thas calumay doth ule: ol, I am out. 

"That mercy do's; for will fear 

Virtue itſelf) ; theſe ſhrugs, theſe hums, and ha's, 
When you have taid ſhe 's goodly, come between, 

Fre you can ſay ſhe's honeſt : but be't known, 

"rom him, that has molt cauſe is griene it ſhould be, 


Her. Should a villain ſay fo, 
The moſt repleniſh'd villain in the world, 
Ile were as much more villain: you, my Lord, 
Do but miſtake. 

Leo. You have miftook, my Lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
Leſt barbariſm, making me the precedent, 
Should a like language uſe to all degrees; 
And mannerly dittinguiſhment leave out | 
Berwixt the prince and beggar. I have ſaid, 


| She's an adult'reſs; I have faid with whom: 


More; the's a traitor, and Camillo is 

A federary with her; and one that knows 
What ſhe thould ſhame to know herſelf, 
But with her moſt vile principal, that ſhe 's 
A bed - ſuerver, even as bad as thoſe 
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To this their late « ; TIM _— : 
Her. No, by my BY 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you, 
When you ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that 
ang rem publith'd me ? Gentle my Lord, 
ou ſcarce can me throughly then, 
You did mittate © EP 
Les. No, if I miſtake | 
theſe - . 


goes with me ? 'beſeech your 
me; for you ſee [Highneſs, 


women, 
1 
. call the Queen again. 
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I dare my life lay down, and will do t, Sir, 


Pleaſe you t' accept it, that the is ſpotleſs 


F th' eyes of Heaven, and to you, I mean 


In this which you accuſe her. 


Ant. If it prove 
She's otherwiſe, I'll keep my ſtable · ſtand *® where 
I lodge my wife, I'll go in couples with her: 
Than when [I feel, and fee, no further truſt her; 
For every inch of woman in the world, 
Ay, every dram of woman's fleth is falſe, 
If ſhe be. 

Les. Hold your 


peaces. 
Lord. Good my Lord. 
Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for ourſelves : 
On, 


You are abus'd, and by ſome putter 

That will be damn'd for t; worlds 3 tnew the vitthia, 
I would land-dam him. Be ſhe honour-flaw'd, 

I have three daughters; the eldeſt is eleven; 

The ſecond and the third, nine, and ſome five ; 


bow non they Il pay for t. By mine honour, | 


I'll geld 'em all: fourteen they ſhall not fee, 
To bring falſe generations; they are co-heirs, 
And I ad rath Gre than they 
Should not produce fair 


Les. Ceaſe; no more: 
You fncll this bhafuck with a foule an cold 
As is a dead man's noſe; I fee t and feel t, 
fs you eel Gaing ns "and fee withal 


(Lo bald of his arm. 
The inflruments that feel. * 7 

Ant. If it be ſo, 
We need no grave to bury honeſty; 


There 's not a grain of it, the face to ſueeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. | 
Leo. What? hack I credit? : 
Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my Lord, 


* Stable-ſtard is a term of the foreſt-laws, and ſignifies a place 


where a deer-ſtealer fixes his ſtand, and keeps watch for the purpoſe 


of killing deer as they paſs by. From the place it came to be ap- 
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| Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight, 


Whoſe i 
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Upon this ground; and more it would content me 
To have her honour tree, than your ſuſpicion ; 


Added to their 


was as groſs | conjecture, 


» my 

Leo. Tho' I am fatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet ſhall the oracle 
Give reſt to th' minds of others; ſuch as he, 
8 will not 

ome up to th” truth. So have we thought it goo 
From our free perſon ſhe ſhould be conſin d, — 
Leſt that the treachery of the two fled hence 


Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 
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226 The Winter's Tale. At 11. 
We are to ſpeak in public; for this buſineſs 
Will raiſe us all. : | 

Ant. To laughter, as I take it, LA Aide. 
If the good truth were known. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Changes to a priſon. 
Enter Paulina, and a Gentleman, with other attendants. 


Paul. The keeper of the priſon, call to him. 
[Exit Gentleman. 
Let him have knowledge who I am. Good Lady, 
No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 
What doit thou then in priton ? Now, good Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? 


Re-enter Gentleman, with the Gaaler. 


Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one whom much I honour. 
Paul. Pray you then 
Conduct me to the Quee 

Goa. I may not, Madam; 

To the contrary I have expreſs commandment. 

Paul. Here's ado to lock up honefty and honour 

from 
Tv acceſs of gentle viſitors ! Is 't lawful, pray you, 
To ſee her women? any of them? Amilia ? 
Goa. So pleaſe you, Madam, 
To put apart theſe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Paul. I pray you now, call her. 
Withdraw yourſelves. 

Gea. And, Madam, 

I muſt be preſent at your conference. 

Paul. Well; be it fo, pr'ythee. 


Enter Emilia. 


Here s ſuch ado to make no ſtain a ſtain, 
As paſſes colouring. eee gratieweman, 


Ho fares our 


gracious 

Emil. As well as one ſo nnn 
May hold together ; —— 
| (Which never reader lady hath borne greater), 


[Exeunt Cent. &c. 
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She is ſomething before her time deliver d. 
Paul. A boy? 
Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Luſty, and like to live : the Queen receives 
Much comfort int; ys, Ny — 
I'm innocent as you. 
Paul. I dare be fworn. 
d Theſe dangerous, unfafe lunes i th* King! beſhrew them, 
He muſt be told on t, and he ſhall ; the office 
© Becomes a woman beft. F'll take 't upon me. 
5 If I prove honey- mouth, let my tongue bliſter, 
And never to my red-look'd anger be 
The trumpet any more! Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my beſt obedience to the 
If the dares truſt me with her little 
I'll ſhew't the King, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th loud'ſt. We do not know 
How he may foften at the fight o' thꝰ child. 
The ſilence often of pure innocence | 
Perfuades, when ſpeaking fails. 
mil. Moft worthy Madam, 
Your honour and your goodnefs is fo evident, 
ar That your free undertaking cannot miſs 
A thriving iſſue: ——— 
So meet for this great errand, Pleaſe your Ladyſhip 
To viſit the next room, Il preſently 
Acquaiat the Queen of your moſt noble offer, 
Who but to-day hammer'd of this deſign; 
——— — 
Left ſhe ſhould be deny'd. | 
TA Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 
[I'll uſe that tongue I have; if wit flow from, 
As boldneſs from my boſom, let 't not be doubted 


7 


I ſhall do good. 
Emil. nn 
I' do the : pleaſe you, come ing nearer. 
Goa. . 


— if + pleaſe th 


Having no warrant. 
Paul. You need not fear it, Sir; 
The child was priſoner to the womb, and is 


By law and proceſs of great nature thence 
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Free'd and infranchis d; not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the treſpaſs of the Queen. 
Goa. I do believe it. 
Paul. Do not you fear ; upon mine honour I 
Will ſtand twixt you and danger. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Changes to the palace. 


— — took it d. 
Rs and fix d the ſhame on t in 


See how he fares.—Pie, te, no thought of him. 


The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me; in too mi 


And in his parties, his alliance; ler bim be, 


Until a time may ſerve. For preſent v a ie, 
2 Chills 

gh at me; make their paſtime at my ſorrow; 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them; nor 
— Shall He wichin my power. | 
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SCENE V. Enter Paulina, with a child. 


Lard. You muſt not enter. 
Paul. Nay rather, K 


dat? gh. 
Arten. [within] Madam, he hath not flepe to-night, 
commanded 
None ſhould come at him. 
Paul. Not fo hot, good Sir; 
J come to bring him ſleep. Tis ſuch as you, 
That creep like ſhadows by him, and do ſigh 
At each his needleſs heavings; "25 aw 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal as true, 
Honeſt as either, to purge him of that humour, 
Thar preſſes him from ſleep. 


Away with that audacious lady.———Antigonus, 
J charg'd thee, that ſhe ſhould not come about me; 
] knew ſhe would, 
83 


12 
She Thould not viſit you. 
Les. What? — rule her? 
Paul. From all diſhoneſty he can; in this, 


| (Unlcfs he take the courſe that you have done, 


Commit me, for commining honeus), wall it, 
He ſhall not rule me. 

Ant. Lo-you now, you hear, 
When the will rake the rein, Ile her run, 
But ſhe'll not ſtumble. 


And I beſeech you, hear me, who profeſs 


Myfelf your loyal ſervant, your phyſician, 
Your moſt obedient counſellor; 


Here tis; commends it to 
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Than ſuch as moſt ſeem your's. 1 come 


From your good Queen. 
Lees. Good =. ? i 
Paul. Good F — 


Conn I fay, good 
Abe. 7 -- \ » I VET 
A man, on th” worſt about you. 
Les. Force her hence. X 
Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
Firſt hand me: on mine own accord I'll of; 


Nut firſt I'll do my errand. The good 


For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a dau 4 


Leo. Out ! 


A mankind witch ! hence with her, out o door: 


A molt intelligencing bawd ! 

Paul. Not fo; SY 
I am as ignorant in as you 
en | 
Than you are which is enough, warrant, 
As this world goes, to paſs for honeſt, 

Leo. Traitors! 


Will you not puſh her out? give her the baſtard. 


[To OT OE 
Thou dotard, thou are woman-tyr'd ; unroofted | 
By thy dame Partler here. Take up the baſtard, 
Take t up, I fay; give t to thy croan. 
Paul. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
1 5 


Which he has pat upon 't ! 


Leo. He dreads his wife. 
Paul. nnn 


doubt, 

You'd call your children + 
Les. Anck of . | | 
Ant. I am none, light. 
Paul. Nor I; nor any * | 
But one that's here; and that's himſelf. For he 
The facred honour of himſelf, his Queen's, 

# forced, for unnaturai. 
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Yea, ſcandatous to the world. 

Leo. On your allegiance, 

Our af tr n 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt nat call me fo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray Pats $4 hoe F'll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my Lord, 'tis your's; Jove fend her 
A better puiding foirit ? What need theſe hands ? 
Jou that are thus fo tender o'er his follics, 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 
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And fee it inſtantly confum's with fire; 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ſtraight: 
ene done, 
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give 
We've * truly ſerv'd you, and beſeech you 


So to eſteem of us: and on our knees we beg, 
As recompence of our dear ſervices 

aſt and to come), that you do change this purpoſe, 

Which being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, muſt 

Lead on to fome foul iſſue. We all knee! 
Leo: I am a feather for each wind that blous: 

Shall I live on, to ſee this baſtard kneel, 

And call me father ? better burn it now, 

Than curſe it then. Bug be i; let it hive: 
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So, fo: farewel, we are gone. | LExit. 
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Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
to th” court. 

Lord. So pleaſe you, Sir, their ſpeed 
a 

Leo. Twenty rhree days 
hey dove NS this good ſpeed foretels,. 
Apollo ſudde y will have 
this appear. Prepare you, Lords. 
Summon a ſeſſion, that we may arraign 
Our moſt diſloyal Lady; for as ſhe hath 
Been — 7 mall the have 
A jult and open trial. While the lives, 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me, 


And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt ſeverally, 


acT © Ge T5s L 
, A part of Sicily, near the ſea-ide. 


(oh. pony the air moſt ſweet, 
Fertile the ile“ the temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common praiſe it bears. 


Dian. It ſhames. report. 
Foremoſt it caught. me, the celeftial habits, 
(Methinks I fo thould term them), and the reverence 
OF the grave wearers. O, 2 — 


Genn g 


® But the temple of Apollo at Delphi was not in an iſland, but 
in Phocis, on the continent. Either Shakeſpear or his editors, had 
their heads running on Delos, an iſland of the Cyclades. If in was 
the editors blunder, then Shakeſpcar wrote, 
Fertile the for, —— 


which is more elegant tov, than the preſent reading, uur Wartuotn 


Of. iris . | 

» It is his Hi pl 

Appear in perion here in court. Silence! 

Hermione is brought in, guarded; Paulina, and Ladies 
attending. © - | 
Les. Read the indidiment.. 4 
Off... Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of 

Sicilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned of bigh trea- 

fon, in committing adultery with Polixenes, King of Bi- 


thynia, and corjpiring with Camilla to tale away the liſe 


of our Sovereign Lord the — royal 72 the 
pretence whereof being by circumſtances partly laid open, 
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Even fince it could 


Is, that Camillo was an boneſt man; 


Thy Irre like to itfelf, 
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Her. More than miſtrefs of, . 

What comes to me in name of fault, I muſt not 

Art all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 

With whom I am accus'd, I do confeſs, 

I lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd; 

With fuch a kind of love, as might become 

A Lady like me; with a love, even fuch, 

So and no. other, as yourfelf commanded : 

Which not to have done, I think had been in me 

Both difobedience and ingratitude 

To you, and towards your friend; whoſe love had 


ſpeak, from an infant, freely, + 
That it was your's. Now for conſpiracy, 

I know not how it taſtes, tho” it be diſh'd 

For me to try how; all I know of it, 


And why he left your court, the gods themſelves 

W no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 

What you have underta'en to do in s abſence. 
Her. Sir, 
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For being 


Whom I proclaim a 


And fill'd with honour) 
| Uaclaſp'd my practice, 


v 


jealouſies 
enge, I choſe 
on 
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Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all uncertaintics himſelf commended, 
No richer than his honour : how he gliſters 
Through my dark ruſt ! and how his piery 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 
SCENE V. Enter Paulina. 
Paul. Woe the while! 
O cut my lace, leſt my heart, cracking it, 
Break too. 
Lord, What fit is this, good Lady? 
Paul. What ſtudied rorments, tyrant, haft for me 
What wheels? racks? fires? What flaying ? boiling 
burning 
In leads or oils ? what old or newer torture 
Muſt I receive ? whofe every word deferves 
To taite of thy moſt worit. Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jeal 
(Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine) ! O thick what they have done, 
And then run mad indced ; ſtark mad, for all 
Thy bygone foolerics were but ſpices of it. 
That thou betray dit Polixcnes, 'twas nothing; 
That did but ſhew thee off, a fool, inconſtant, 
And damnable ungrateful: nor was t much, 
Thou would'ſt have poifon'd good Camillo's honour, 
To have him kill a King: poor trepaſſes, 
More monſtrous ſtanding by; whereof I reckon 
The cafting forth ro crows thy baby-daughter, 
To be, or none, or little; though a devil 
- Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't: 
Nor is t directly laid to thee the death 
Of the young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
{Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the heart, 
That could conceive a groſs and fooliſh fire 
Blemiſh'd his gracious dam: this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anſwer : but the laſt, O Lords, 
When I have ſaid, cry, Woe ! the Queen, the Queen, — 
The ſweeteſt, deareſt, creature's dead; and vengeance 
Not dropt down yet. | 
Lerd. The higher powers forbid ! 
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242 The Winter*s Tale. A ut, 
Will bear up with this exerciſe, fo long 
714128 Come, and lead me 
Ts theſe forrows. | 
YG: nw. 
Changes to Bithynia. A defart country ; the ſea at 6 
little diſtance. 
Enter Antigonus with @ child, and a Mariner. 


[Exennt. 


[upon 


touch'd 
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d to this). Farewel! | 
2 „ 
A too rough: I never 

The heav'ns fo dim by day. A favage clamour ! 
Well may I get aboard k this is the chace; - 

I am gone for ever. _ [Exit, purſued by a bear: 
SCENE VI. Enter an old Shepherd. 
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Cle. 1 have ſeen two ſuch ſights, by fea and by land; 
but I am not to fay it is a fea; for it is now the ſky; 
betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thruſt a bod 


Ein's point. 


Shep. Why, boy, how is it? 

Clo. I would you did but fee how it chafes, how it 
& rages, how it takes up the ſhore ; but that's not to 
< the point; oh, the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls, 


«© ſometimes to ſee em, and not to fee em: now the 


boring the moon with her main-maſt, and anon 


Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy? 
Clo. Now, now, I have not wink'd ſince I faw theſe 
ſights; the men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
bear half-din'd on the gentleman; he's at it now. 


ws a 24 .|þth/ «a 9 


a ew aac Hef oo on. oth ala tw. 


V Wy wy 


N 


A NF „In dn YR 


A The Winter's Tate. 443 
. Would I had been by to have help's the 


boy, and we'll do good deeds 
Ds [Excunt. 
Enter Time, as Chorus. 
that ſome, try all, both joy and terror 
To uſe my wings. _ 
To me, or my fwift paſſage, that [I 0 
Oer ſixteen years, and leave the gulf untry d 
Of that wide gap; fince it is in my power 
To o'erthrow law, and in | © mae hour 


2 The Winter's Tale. A rv: 


To plant and o'erwhelm cuſtom. Let me paſs 
The fame I am, ere ancient ſt order was, 

Or what is now receiv'd. I witneſs to 

The times that brought them in; fo ſhall I do 

To th' freſheſt things now reigning, arid make ſtale 
ö — + + 4 

N 


Gentle — top that i now ——_ 

In fair Bithyma ; and remember well, 

I mention here a ſon o th' King's whom Florizet 
I now name to you; and with ſpeed fo pace * 
To ſpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

Equal with wond'ring. What of her enſues, 


I acver, yer the Fine dined deed fog, 
He withes-earneſtly you never may. LExis. 


ACT W. SCENE 1. 
| The court of Bithynia. 
Enter Polixenes, and Camillo. 


thee, Camillo, be importu- 
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248 The Winter's Tu. Ar. 
Cam. I \ obey your command. 
Pol. My beſt Camillo—we muſt diſguiſe 


F Exenat. 


SCENE H. Changes to the country. 
Enter Autolicus fnging. 
When daſfadils begin to peere, 
With, heigh! the day over the dale, 
„ then come in the fweet a ti year ; 
Fare the red blood reins in the winter pale. 
With, bey! the fweet 


I have ſerved Prince Florizel, and in my time wore 
three-pile, but now I am out of ſervice. | 


My traffic is ſheets ; when the kite builds, Took to leſſer 
linen. My father nam d me Autolicus, being litter d 
under Mercury, who, as I am, was likewiſe a ſnapper- 


* Theallufion, and the whole ſpeech is taken from Lucian; who 
to have been one of our poet's favourite authors, as may be 
nd Rue freed —— It is from his diſcourſe 
ner; and tis on this account that he is called the fon of Mer- 
by the ancients, namely, becauſe he was burn under that planet. 
Andes the a — 47 — 
of the nature of which predominated, fo Autalicus was a 
Ne. Mir Wartorion. | 
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230 
cb. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 
Some to 2 matter. | | 
Aut. I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; 
apparel ta'en from me, and theſe 
Gone. | 


d 


Indeed, he ſhould be a foorman, by the garments 


8 


1 
E 


hath ſeen very ſervice. Lend hand, I'll 
' | Helping him LI 
Y Sir, render, ok! * 


1 


Sir, ſoftly, good Sir : I fear, Sir, my 


kills my heart, ; N 


about with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a 
* ſervant of the Prince; I cannot tell, good Sir, for 
Which of his virtues it was, but he was certainly 


left with thee; if this be a horſeman's coat, it 


* What manner of fellow was he that robb'd 
Aut. * A fellow, Sir, that I have known to go 


2* 22 2 WD 


| + Begging gipſies, in the time of our authos, were in gangs and. 
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d, as it muſt be, by 
theſe two mult be 


' Oppos 
One of 
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Which then will ſpeak, that you mult change this per- 
Or I my life. 

Flo. . "Thou deareſt Perdita, 
With theſe forc'd thoughts, I pr 'ythee, darken not 
The mirth o th” feaſt. Or I'll be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father's. r 
Mine own, nor any to any, 
de not thine. K ; 164. JR 
Though deftiny ſay Ne. Be merry, (Gentle), 
Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe with any thing 5 
That you behold the while. Your guetis are coming: 
Lift up your countenance, as twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come. 

Per. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious ! 


SCENE Vv. 


Erter Shepherd, Clown, Mopſa, Dorcas, Servants ; 
| with Polixenes and Camillo diſguit d. 
Fh. See, your g 


approach; 
Addreſs your ſelf to eutertain them ſprightly, 
And let's be red wich mirth. 


Shep. “ Fie, daughter; when my old wife iiv'd, upon 
This day the was both pantler, butler, cook, 

„ Both dame and fervant 5 welcom'd all, ferv'd all; 
0 Would fing her ſong, and dance her turn ; now here 
At upper end o' th' table, now i th middle; 
On his ſhoulder, and his; her face o' fire 
„ Wich labour; and the thing the took to quench it, 
66 She would to each one fip.” You are retired, 
As if you were a feaſted one, and not 
The hoſteſs of the meeting : pray you, bid 
Theſe unknown friends to's welcome; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known, 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and prefent yourſelf, 
That which you are, miſtreſs o' th' feaſt. Come on, 


And bid us welcome to ee 
As your good flock ſhall 


Per. Sirs, welcome. DLT Pol. as Cam, 
Tt is my father's will I fhovld take on me 
1 


Vor. III. 
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The hoſtefsſhip o* th' day; you're welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thoſe fiow ers there, Dorcas—Reverend Sirs, 
«© For you there's roſemary and rue, .theſe keep 
«© Seeming and favour all the winter long: 
Grace and remembrance be unto you byth, 
„ And welcome to our ſhearing ! 

Pol. Shepherdeſs, 
(A fair one are you), well you ſit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 
Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on ſummer's death, nor on the birth 
« Of trembling winter, the faireſt flowers o' th' ſeaſon 
« Are our carnations, and ftreak'd pilly-flowers, 
«© Which ſome call Nature's baſtards : of that kind 
« Our ruſtic garden's barren, and I care not 
& To get ſlips of them. 

Fal. — gentle maiden, 
Do you negle& them? 
Per. For I have heard it ſaid, 
* There is an art, which in their piedeneſs ſhares | 
+ Wk greet counting — ” 

PI. Say, there be; 
«« Yet nature is made bener by no mean, 
« But nature makes that mean; fo over that art, 
« Which you fay adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes; you fee, ſweet maid, we marry 
« A gentle ſcyon to the wildeſt ſtock ; 
«© And make conceive 2 bark of bafer kind 
«© By bud of nobler race. This is an art, | 
« Which does mend nature, change it rather; but 
« The art itſelf is nature. 

* | 

Pal » anke pros quads cd fn -flowers, 
And do not call them baſtards. | * 

Per. I'll not put 
«© The dibble in earth, to ſet one flip of them: 
« No more than, were [ pai » I would with 


os 72 Twere well; and only there- 
«© Deſire to breed by me. Here 's flowers for you; 


„Hot laven ler, mints, ſavoury, 


| marjoram, 
„ The mary d, that goes to bed with th fun, 


. Set dd. rok tt. 
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And with him riſes, weeping : theſe are flowers 
« Of middle ſummer, and, I think, they are given 
„ To'men of middle age.” I are very welcome. 
Cam. I ſhould leave grafing, ded — 
And only live by gazing. 
Per. © Out, alas! 
hos You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts of January 
„% Would blow you through and through. Now, my 
« faireſt friend, 
I would 1 had ſome flowers o th* ſpring, that might 
« Become your time of day; and your's, and yuur's, 
That wear upon your virgin-branches = 
« Your maiden-heads growing: O Proſerp 
«© For the flowers now, that, frighted, — | Het · K fall 
« From Dis's waggon! daffadils, 
4% That come before the ſwallow dares, and take 
on The winds of March . violets dim, 


they can 


(a 


you garlands 
To ftrow him o'r and oer. 

Flo. What? like a corſe ? 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on 3 
Not like a corſe; or if, not to be buried : 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers; 
- 

In Whitſund” paſtorals: ſure, this robe of mine 
Does change my diſpoſition. 

Flo. is 2 
Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, (ſweet), 
I'd have you do it ever: when 
I'd have you buy and fell fo; fo give alms; 
Pray fo; and for the ord'ring your affairs, - 
To fing them too, When you do dance, I with you 
A wave o' th” ſea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; more fill, ſtill fo, 

And own no other function Bas your wings 
2 
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So ſingular in each particular, 
Crowns what you re doing in the prefent deeds, 
That all your acts are Queens. 
Per. O Doricles, 
Your praiſes are too large; but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unſtaiĩn'd ſhepherd; 
With wiſdom I might fear, my Doricles, 
Lou woo'd me the falſe way. 
Fl. I think you have 
As little ſkill to fear, as I have purpoſe 
To put you to t. But, come; our ines, 3 yeay's 
Your hand, my Perdita; fo turtles pair, 
at never mean to 
Per. I'll ſwear for em. 
Pol. ** EE Rabat di Ga mms 
* Ran on the green ford; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf, 
Too noble for this place. 
Cam. He tells her 
hos makes her blood leck nn: good footh, the is 
The Queen of curds and cream. 
Cle. Come on, ſtrike up. 
Der. Mopſa muſt be your miſtreſs ; —. garlic 
to mend her kiſung with 
Mop. Now, in good time l 
C!o. Not a word, a word; we ſtand upon our man- 
ners; come ſtrike up. 


Here a dance of ſhepherds and ſhepherdeſſes. 
Pal. Pray, good ſhepherd, what fair ſwain is this 
Who dances with your daughter ? 
Shep. They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſclf 
To have a worthy breeding; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I beheve it : 
He looks like ſooth; he fays he loves my daughter, 
I think ſo too; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll ſtand and read 
As 'ewere my daughter's eyes; and, to be plain, 
J think there is not half a kiſs to chuſe 
Who loves another beſt. | 
Poel. She dances featly. 


. 


— as; 498 © 
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SCENE VI. Enter a Servant. 


Ser. O Maſter, if you did but hear the pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and 
indie. apart or god cnc He ſings 

eral tunes faſter than you Il tell money; he utters 
them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens cars grew 
to his tunes, 

Clo. oe cant] axver came bewmer 3 he ſhall come in: 


ſongs for man, « or woman, of all fizes ; 
no milliner can fo fit his cuſtomers with gloves : he has 
the prettieſt love-ſongs for maids, fo viſe bawary, 
(which is ſtrange), with ſuch delicate burthens of dil- 
do's and fa-ding's: jump her, and thump her : and 
where ſome ftretch-mouth'd raſcal would, as it were, 
mean miſchief, and break a foul gap into the matter, 
he makes the maid to anſwer, I Hoap, ds me ns harm, 
good man ; puts him off, fights him, with hoop, da ime 
no harm, good man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. ile me. ths with of > aduicetibere- 
ceited fellow; has he any unbraided wares ? 

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i” th rainbow z 
points, more than all the lawyers in Bithynia can learn- 
edly handle, though they come to him by the groſs; 
inkles, caddiſſes, cambricks, lawns ; why, he ſings them 
over, as they were gods and goddeſſes; you would 
think a ſmock were a ſhe-angel, he fo chants to the 
fleeve-band, and the work about the fquare on t. 
* Pr'yrace bring him in; and let him apprc ach, 

ing. 

Per. Forewarn him that he ufe no ſcurrilous words 
in's tunes. 

Ch. You hare of theſe pedlers that haue more in em 
than you'd think, filter. x 

3 


* 
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Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think, 


Enter Autolices fnging. 


Lawn as white as driven ſnow, 
Cyprus black as e er was crow; 
Glaves as ſeveet as damaſk roſes, 
Maſks for faces and for noſes ; 
Bugle bracel2ts, necklace amber, 
Perfume for a lady's chamber: 
Gelden gusiſi, and ftamachers, 

For my lads to give their dears : 
Pins, and praking-fticks of fteel, 
Mat maids lack from head to heel: 
C:me buy of me, come: come buy, come buy,. 
Buy, lads, or elſe your lafſes cry. 
Came buy, &c. 


Clo. If I were not in love with Mopſa, thou ſhould'ft 
take no money of me; but being inthrall'd as I am, 
it will alſo be the bondage of certain ribbons and 

es. 4 
. I was promis d them againſt the feaſt, but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor. He hach ꝑromis romis'd you more than that, or there 
be lyars. | 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: may 
be he has paid you more; which will ſhame you to 
give him again. | 

C13. Is there no manners left among maids ? will they 
wear their plackers where they ſhould wear their faces ? 
is there not milking-time, when you are going to bed, 
or kill-hole, to whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, but you muſt 
be uttle-ratrling before all our gueſts? tis well they 
are whiſp'ring : clamour your tongues * and not a word 
more. 

Map. J have done; come, you promis d me a tawdry 
be, Gone ſweet gloves. 


„ The phraſe is taken from ringing When bells are at the 
P-ight, in order to ceaſe them. the repetition of the ſtrokes be- 
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Cle. Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 


way, and loſt all my money? 


Aut. And, indeed, Sir, there — Rnd, 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. 


. 


Aut. 1 fo, Sir, for I have about me 
Sup — 

Clo. What haſt here? ballads? 

Map. Pray now, buy ſome; I love a ballad in print, 
or a life; for then we are ſure they are true. 

Aut. Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a ufurer's 
wife was brought to-bed with twenty money-bags at a 
burthen; and how ſhe long d to eat adders” heads, and 
toads car bonado d. 

_ ls it true, think you? 


true, and but a month old. 
= DCC, a 
Aut. Here's the midwife's name to t, one Miſtreſs 
Tale-porter, and five or fix honeſt wives that were pre- 
ſent. Why ſhould I carry lyes abroad? 
Map. Pray you now, buy it. 


Cla. Come on, lay it by; and let's firſt ſee more bal- 


lads ; we'll buy the other things anon. 


Aut. mae 
upon the coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, 
forty thouſand fadom above water, and fung this bal- 
lad againft the hard hearts of maids. It was thought 
ſhe was a woman, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for 
ſhe would not exchange fel with one that lov'd her. 
The ballad is very pitiful, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you? 

Aut, Five joſlices hands a8 in, and Ä mere 
than my pack will hold. 

Clo. 8 + ps | 

Aut. T is is a merry b but a one. 

Map. Let Leo. 7 


Aut,  - pat Ada Spar hg and goes to 
the tune of Tuo maids woaing a man ; there's ſcarce a 


maid weſtward, but ſhe lags in: 'us in requeſt, L can 
tell you. 
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Mop. We can both fing it; if thou It bear a part, 
thou ſhalt hear, 'tis in three parts. 
Dor. We had the tune on ft a month ago. 
Aut. I can bear my part; you muſt know, tis my 


22 have at it with you. 


Aut. Get you hence, for I muſt go, 
3 
Dor. Whither ? | 
Mop. 0 whither ? 
Dor. Whither ? 
Mop. It becomes thy oath full well, 
Thou to me thy ſecrets tell. 
Dor. 20 ns let me go thither. 
Mop. Or thou goeft to the e, or mill. 
Dor. If to either then deft fl. 
Aut. Neither. 
Dor. What ? neither ? 
Aut. Neither. 
Dor. Thou haſt frworn my love to be. 
| » Thou haſt fworn it more to me : 


Then whither goeft ? ſay, whither ? 


Cl. We'll have this ſong out anon by ourſelves. My 
father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and we Il not 
trouble them. Come, bring away thy pack after me. 
Wenches, I'll buy ior you both. Pedler, let's have the 
firſt choice : follow me, girls. 

Aut, And you ſhall pay well for 'em. 


S O N. 


Will you buy any tape, or lace for your cap. 
My dainty duck, my dear-a? 

„ nt ao aw ins fir mv bend 
Of the new'ft, and fin'ft, fin'ft wear-a ? 

Come to the pedler ; money's @ medler, 
That doth utter all mens” ware-a. 


[Exit Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopfa. 
SCENE VII. Enter à Servant. 


Ser. Maſter, there are three carters, three ſhep- 


herds, three neat-herds, and three ſwine-herds, that 


S AF A 


„ 
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have made themſelves all men of hair *; they call them- 
ſelves /altiers; and they have a dance, which the 
wenches fay, is a gallymanfry of gambols, becauſe they 
are not in t: but they themſelves are o th mind, (if it 
be not too rough for ſome, that know little but bowl- 
ig), it will pleaſe plentifully. 

Shep. Away ! we'll none on't; here has been too 
much homely eatery already. I know, Sir, we weary 
you, 

Pal. You weary thoſe that refreſh us : „let 's ſee 
theſe four threes of herdſmen. 2 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, 
hath danc'd before the King; and not the worft of the 
three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th' ſquare. 


Shep. Leave your prating ; fince theſe good mea are 
pleas'd, let them come in; but quickly now. 


* Here a dance of twelve ſatyrs. 


Pol. O, father, you'll know more of that hereafter. 
I it nor too far gone ? tis time to part them; 
He s ſimple, and tells much. How now, fair ſhep- 


, that doth take : 
Your mind from feafting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 

To load my the with knacks. I would have ranſack'd 
The pedler's filken treafury, and have pour d it 
To her acceptance; you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. If your laſs 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty; you were ſtraited 


For a reply, at leaſt, if ou GEES 
Of happy holding her. 


Fla. Old Sir, 1 know, 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are. 
The gifts the looks from me, are pack d and lock d 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, | 
But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my love 
Before this ancient Sir; who, it ſhould ſeem, 
Hath fometime lov'd. Tae CFR We end, 


3 1. he if rebounded. The phraſe is 
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As ſoft as dove's down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, * or the fann'd ſnow 
* That's bolted by the northern blaſt rwice o'er. 
Pol. What follows this? 
How prettily the young ſwain ſeems to waſh 
The hand was fair before! 1 
But to your proteſtation: let me hear 
What you profeſs. 

Fla. "Do, e 

Pal. And this my neighbour too ? 

Fl. And he, and more 
Than he, and men; the earth, and heav'ns, and all ; 
That were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy, were I the the faireſt youth 
That ever made eye ſwerve, 2 wt WR 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love; for her employ them all; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her ſervice, 
Or to their own perdition, 

Pal. Fairly offer'd. 

Cam. This ſhews a ſound affection. 

Shep. But, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him ? 

e 
So well, nothing well, no, nor mean better. 
By th' pattern of mine own thoughts I cur out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain ; 
Pu, ap, CIFIC 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her equal his. 

Fla. O, that muſt be 
P th' virtue of your daughter; one being dead, 
1 ſhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your wonder : but come on, 
Contract us fore theſe witneſſes, 

Shep. Come, your hand; 

And, daughter, your's. 
Pol. Soft, fwain, a-while; deſeech you, 
Have you a father? 
Flo. 11221 


Pot. Knows he of this ? 


ws AH 
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Pe. He neither does, nor ſhall. 
P:l. Methinks a father 


Is, at the nuptial of his fon, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the table: pray you once more, 


Is not your father grown incapabl 
Of reaſonable affairs? is he not ſtupid : 
With age, and alt'ring rheums ? can he ? hear? 
Know man from man? diſpute his own eſtate 2 
Lies he not bed-rid ?. and, again, does nothing, 
But what he did being chühh: 
Fla. No, good Sir; 
He has his hcalth, and ampler ftrength, indeed, 
Than moſt have of his age. 
Pol. By my white beard, 
You offer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial. Reaſon, my fon 
Skould chuſe himſelf a wife; + Apo TR 
The father (all whoſe joy is nothing elſe | 
In ſuch a buſine 
Fh. 1 yield all this; 


Eut for ſome other reaſons, my grare Sir, 


Which tis not fit you know, neces mm 
My father of this buſineſs. 

Pol. Let him know *t. 

Flo. He ſhall not. 

Pol. Pr'ythee, let him. 

Flo. No; he muſt not. 

Shep. Let him, my fon, —_— 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Fla. Come, come, he muſt not. 
Mark our contract. 


Pal. Mark your divorce, young Sir, 
1 
ee, baſe . 


To be acknowledg'd. Thou a ſceptre's heir, 
That thus affect l. a ſheep-hook ! Thou eld traitor, 
I'm forry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou, freſh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The royal fool thou cop'ſt wih 

Shep. O my heart! 
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Pol. III have thy beauty fcratch'd with briars, and 
made 


More homely than thy ftate. For thee, fond boy, 
If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh | 

That thou no more ſhalt fee this knack, as never 

I mean thou ſhalt, we ll bar thee from fucceſhon ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin, 

Far” than Deucalion off: mark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 
Tho' full of our diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 

From the dead blow of it : and you, inchantment, 
Worthy enough a kerdſman ; yea him tog, 

That makes himſelf, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 

Theſe rural latches to his entrance open, 

Or hoope his body more with thy embraces, 

I will deviſe a death as cruel for thee, 

As thou art tender tc it. | | LExit. 


nr. 
Per. Even here undone. | 
„I was not much afraid; for once or twice 
<< was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, 
„The felf-fame fun that ſhines upon his court, 
„ Hides not his viſage from our cottage, but 
Locks on alike — Wilt pleafe you, Sir, be gone? 
[T9 Florizel. 
told you what would come of this. *Betecch you, 
Of your own ſtate rake care: this dream of mine, 
„Being now awake, III qunzen it no inch farther, 
„ But milk my ewes, and weep.” 
Cam. Why, how now, father 
Speak ere thou die. 
Shep. I cannot ſpeak nor think, 
Nor dare to know, that which I know. O Sir, 
7 Florizel. 
„ You have undone a man of fourſcore three, 
* That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea, 
*« To die upon the bed my father dy'd, | 
«© To he cloſe by his honeſt bones: but now 


Some hangman muſt put ca my throws, and lay me 


2 90 
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Where no prieft ſhovels in duſt. O curſed wretch ! 


[To Perdita. 
That knew'f 92 the Prince, and would'ſ adven- 


To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone ! 
If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 
To die when I deſire. LExit. 


SCENE IX. 


Flo. Why look you ſo upon me? 
5 a> 2 Eg. 08 Gs delay'd, 
alter d: what I was, I am; 


My leaſh unwillingly. 

Gracious my Lord, 
You know your father's temper : at this time 
He will allow no f ech, qe pry) gueſs, 
You do not to him) ; and — 
Will he endure your ſight, as yet I fear, 


'Then, all the fury of his Highaeſs ſettie, 
Come not bcfore him. 


Fla. I not purpoſe it. f 
I think, Camillo ; 


Cam. Even he, my Lord. 
Per. How often have I told you 't would be thus ? | 


2 and then 
Let nature cruſh the files o' th' earth together, 
And mar the fecds within Lift thy looks !— 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me, father faher, | 
Am heir to my affection. 
Cam. Be advis'd. 


Flo. I am; and by my fancy, fas wie © 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reaſon ; 


If not, my ſenſes better d with madneſs, 

Do bid it welcome. _ 

Cam. This is deſperate, Sir. 

Fla. So call it; but it does fulſil my vow; 

I needs muſt think it honeſty. Camillo, 

1 * 
01. III. 
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Be thereat glean'd ; for all the ſun ſecs, er 
The cloſe carth wombs, or the profound ſeas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will T break my oath 
To this my fair belov'd : therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been ray father's friend, 
When he ſaall miſs me, (as, in faith, I mean not 1 
To ſee him any more), caſt your good counſels 
Upon his puſſion; let myſelf and fortune | 
Tog for the tune to come. This you may know, f 
And fo deliver, I am put to fea | 
Wich her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; E 4 
And, moſt opportune to our need, I bare | 
A veſſel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 
For this deſgn. What courſe I mean to hold, | 
Shall nothing beackt your. Knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 
Ca. O wy Lord, 
T would your fpirit were eaſier for advice, 
Or ſtronger for your necd. 
Fla. Hark, Perdita —— | 
III hear you by and by. [Te Camillo. 
Cem. He's wremoveable, 
Refelv'd for flight: now were I happy, if 
Flis going I could frame to ferve my turn; 
Ee him from daager, do him love and honour; 
Purchaſe the ſight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my maſter, whom 
I fo much thirſt to fee. LTAde. 
Flo. Now, good Camillo, 
I am fo fraught with curious buſineſs, that 
J leave out ceremony. 
Cam. Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poar ſervices, i' th' lore 
That bl have borne your father. 
FI Very nobly 
Have you deſerv'd: it is my father's muſic 
To ſpcak your deeds, not little of his care 
To have them recompens'd, as thought on. 
Cam. Well, my Lord, 
Tf von may pleaſe to think I love the King, 
And turo zu him what's neareſt to him, which is 


Yovr aracious ſelf, * — 
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It your more ponderous and ſettled project | 
May fuTer alteration z on mine honour - 

Ti point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As thall become your Highnefs, wher2 you may 
Epjoy your miſtreſs; from the whom, I ice, 
There 's no dis} ans tion to be made, but by 


| (As hear'ns foreferd ) your ruin. Marry her; 


And with my beit end avoure, in your abſence, 
Your diſcontented father III ftiive to quality, 


And bring hin up to liking. 


Fis. How. amille, | 
May this, almoſt a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thie ſometliing more than man, 
Aud after that truſt tu thee, 

Cam. Have you thou; vt on 
A place whereto you II go? 

Fla. Not any yet: 
But as th' unthought-on accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, fo we profets 
Ourſelves to be the llaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. Then lit to me. 
This follows, if you will not „ purpoſe, 
But undergo this flight, make for Seils; 
fent ycurſelf and your fair princeſs 
(For fo I ſce ſhe muſt be) fore Leontes : 
She ſhall be babited as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Nlethinks I fee 
Leon tes opening his free arms, weeping 
His welcomes forth: aſks thee, the ſon, forgiveneſs, 
As twere i' th' father's perſon; kiiſes the hands 
Of your freſh princeſs; o'er and o'er divides him, 
"Twixt his unkindneſs and his kindnefs : th' one 
He chades to heil, and bids the other grow 
Faſter than thought or time. 

Flo. Worchy Camillo, 
What colour for my viſitation ſhall I 
Hold up before him ? 
Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your - ſhall deliver, 
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Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down; 
The which ſhall point you forth at every fitting, 
Whes you auld Gy ; that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your father's boſom there, 
And fpeak his very keart. 
Fla. I am bound to you: 
There is ſome ſap in this. 
Cam. Tas mane x promifing 
Than a wild dedication of — * 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd ſhores ; moſt certain 
To miſeries enough : no hope to help you, 
But as you ſhake off one, to take another: 
Nothing fo certain as your anchors, who 
Do their beſt oifice, it they can but ſtay you 
Where you Il be loth to be: beſides, you know, 
Proſperity * s the very bond of love, 
Whole freſh complexion and whoſe heart together 
AMiction alters. 
Per. One of theſe is true: 
I rhink affliction may ſubdue the check, 
Bur not take in the mind. 
Cam. Yea, fay you fo? 
There ſhall not at your father's houſe, theſe ſeven years, 
Be born another ſuch, 
Flo. My good Camillo, | 
She is as forward of her breeding, as 
She is th” rear o' our birth. 
Cam. I cannot fay, tis pity 
She lacks inſtructions, for the ſeems a miſtreſs 
To moſt that teach. 
Pier. Your pardon, Sir, for this : 
I' bluſh you thanks. 
Flo. My prettieft Perdita 
But, oh, the thorns we ſtand upon! Camillo, 
Preſerver of my father, now of me; 
ee 
. 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicily- 
Cam. My Lord, 
Fear none of this : 1 think you know my forrunes 
Do all lie there: it ſhall be {c my care 


To have you royally appointed, as if 


b 
” 
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The ſcene you piay were mine. For inftance, Sir, 
Vid Jaw Wy few 2 one word. — 


S CE HE X. 
Enter Autolicus. 
Aut. Ha, ha, what a fool Honeſty is! and Truſt, 


his ſworn brother, a very finple gentleman! I have 
fo!] all my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ſtone, not a 
ribbon, glaſs, pomandcr, browch, table-bouk, ballad, 
knife, tape, glove, ſhoc-tye, bracelet, horn-ring to 
keep my pack from faſting: they throng who ſoul 
buy fict, as if my trinkets had been hallowed, and 
brought a benediction to the buyer ; by which means, 
I faw whoſe purſe was bet in picture; and what I faw 
to my good uſe, [ remember'd. My good Clown (u ho 
wants but ſomething to be a reaſonable man) grew ſo 
in love with the wenches ſong, that he would nor ſtir 
his petritoes till he had both tune and werds; Which fo 
dre the reſt of the herd to me, that all their mes fenſcs 
ſtuek in ears; you might have pinch'd a plachet, it was 
ſeufeleſs; 'twas nothing to geld a cod- piece cf x purſæ; 
F would have ſiled keys off, that hung in chains: ro 
hearing, no feeling, but my Sir': fong, and adawirg 
the nothing of it. So that in this time of letharcy, 1 
pick'd and cut moſt of their feſtival puries; and had not 
the old man come in with a whC G- bub aguialt his daugh- 
ter and the King's fon, my fcar'd my chunoþs from he 
cha!T, I kad not left a purſe alive in the wok army. 
[Camillo, Flor. uu Ford, come Ariward, 
Cam. Nay; but my letters by this means being thee, 
So ſocn as vou arrive, {hall clear that doubt. 
Flo. Aud thoſe that you'll procure liom kirg Le- 
ONTCS— 
Cn. Shall ſatisfy your father. 
Per. Happy be yen! 
All that you {peak eur Fair, N 
Cam. Wu have we bere? eg Autch, 
Weill make an inſtrument of this; cmit 
Nothing may give us aid. 
2 3 
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Aut. If they have overheard me now ; why, hanging. 


22 


Cam, How now, good fellow, 
Why ſhak' thou fo ? fear not, man, 
EN no tans lend he Oo: 
Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir. 


make an exchange; therefore 

(thou muſt think there's neceſſity in t), 3 gar- 

ments with this gentleman: tho” the penny -worth, on 

his ſide, be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. 
Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir. —(I know ye well e- 

nough). LAiide. 

Cam. e. diſpatch : the gentleman is 


half-flead alt 

Aut. Are you in earneft, Sir ?—(I ſmell the trick 

* [ Afede. 
- Diſpatch, I pr 


ee 
_ conſcience take it. 


Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. _ 
Fortunate miſtreſs ! (let my prophecy 
Come home to ye); you muſt retire yourſelf 
Into ſome covert; take your — vr; 
And pluck it o'er your brows: muffle your face, 
Ditmantle you; and, as you can, difliken 
The truth of your own ſeeming; that you may 
e — bans 
Get undeſcry 

oy + IFN 
That 1 mult bear a part. 

Cam. No remedy 
Have you done there ? 

Fio. Should I now meet my father, 
He would not call me fon. 

Cam. Nay, you ſhall have no hat: 
Come, Lady, come : farewel, my friend. 

Aut. Adieu, Sir. 

Fla. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 
Pray you, a word. 


Car, hat] do next, ſhall be to tell the King C. a 
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OF this eſcape, and whither they are bound: 
Wherein my y hage is, | Rell fo prrvend 
- in whoſe company 
. for whoſe ſight 
I have a woman's longing. 
Flo. Fortune ſpeed vs ! 


Aſide, — mate manner the 6 horkeats; 
lane's end, every ſhop, church, ſeſpom, hanging, yi 
a careful man work. 

Clo. See, fee, what a man you are now! 


" you fou ſecret 
but what ſhe has with her; this being done, let the 
go whiltle ; I warrant you. 
Sbep. [ will tell the King al, every 


1 
1 
k 1 
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s pranks too; who, I may fay, is no honeſt 
10 9 8 to his father, nor to me, to go about 
* to make me the King's brother-in-law,” 

Cloe. Indeed, 3 was the fartheſt off 
% you could have been to him; and then your blood 
6. had been the dearer by I know how much an ounce.” 

Aut. Very wilcly, puppies! [ fide. 

Shep. Well; let us to the King; there is that in this 
farthet will make him ſcratch his beard. 3 

Aut, I know not what impedunent this — 
may be to the flight of my mailer. 

Ch. Pray kcartily he be at the palace. 

Aut. Though I am not naturally honeſt, I am fo 
ſometimes by chance: let me pocket up my pedler's 
excrement *®, How now, ruſtiques, Whither are you 
bound ? 

Step. To th' palace, an it like your Worſhip. 

Aut. Your affairs there, what, with whom, the 
condition of that farthel, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your age, of what having, breeding, and 
any thing that is firing for to be known, ditcorer, 

Cho. We are but plain fellows, Sir. 

Aut. Alye; you are rough and hairy; let adore 
no lying; it becumes none but tradelmen, and they 
often give us ſoldiers the lye; but we pay them fer it 
with itamped coin, not ſtabbing t&1; therefore 2 
do give us the Ive. 

Cle. Your W orfhip bad like to have given us one, 
if you had not taken yourſelf with the raanner, 

Shep. Are you a courtier, an like Lou, Sir? 

Hut. Whether it like me or ao, Jam 2 courtier. 
Seeſt thou not the air of the court in theſe infoldings ? 
hath not my gate in it the meaſure of the court? re- 
ceives not thy noſe court-odour from me? reflect I not 
on thy baſeneſs, court- contempt? thin!'ft thou, for that 


* 


I inſinuate, or toze from thee thy buſineſs, I am there- 


fore no courtier? I am a courtier Cap-a-pd; and one 
that will either puſh on or pluck back thy bulineſs 
there; whereupon I command thee to open thy affair. 
Sbep. My buſineſs, Sir, is to the King. 
Auf. What advocate ha thou to him ? 


£ Muning bs Gal beak 
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Shep. I know not, an't like you. 
Clo. Advocate's the court-word for a pheaſant; fay 
you have none, 
Shep. None, Sir ; I have no pheaſant cock nor hen. 
Aut. How bleſs'd are we that are not fimple men ! 
© Yet Nature might have made me as theſe are; 
Therefore I will not diſdain.” 
Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier. 
Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them not 


h; | ly. 
Clo. © He ſeems to be the more noble in being fan- 
66 taſtical; a great man, I'll warrant 


Aut. The farthel there; what s i' th' farthel ? 
that box ? 


ghter come into grace ! 
fa ; ſton'd; but that death is too ſoft 
for him, fay I. Draw our throne into a ſheep-cote ! all 


deaths are too few, the ſharpeſt too eaſy. 
- the old man cer a fon, Sir, do you hear, 
an t like you, Sir? 
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Hut. He has a fon, who ſhall be flar'd alive, then 
nointed over with honey, ſet on the head of à waſp's 
neſt, then ſtand till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead; then recover'd again with aquayitz, or fome 
ether hot iaſuſion; then, raw as he is, (and in the hot- 
teſt day progroiticatien proclaims}, ſhall he be ſet againit 
a brick- wall, the ſun looking with a fouthward eye up- 
on hin I, whos he 1s to behold him, with flies Llewa to 
Ecait, Bat what talk we of thele traitorly rafcals, 
wick 1 are to be ſmil'd at, their offences being 
f; capital? Tell me (ſor you ſeem to be honeſt, plain 
men) what you have to the King; being ſomething 
gently conſider'd, I'll bring you where he is aboard, 


tender your perſons to his prefence, whiſper lum in 


your behalf; and if it be in man beſdes the King to 
ect your ſuits, here is a man ſhall do it. 

(lo. He ſeems to be of great authority; clofe with 
him, give him gold; © and though authority be a ſtub- 
% born bear, yet he is oft led by the noſe with gold ;” 
ſhew the inſide of your purſe to the outſide of his hand, 
e. more ado, Remember, ſton'd, and flay'd a- 

ve.— 

Step. An t pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the buſineſs 
for us, here is that gold I have; I'll make it as much 
more, and leave this young man in pawn till I bring it 


8 After J have done what I promiſed ? 

Shep. Ay, Sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a party 
in this buſineſs ? 

Clo. In ſome fort, Sir: but though my caſe be a 
% pitiful one, I hope I ſhall not be fla) d out of it. 

Aut. Ch, that's the cafe of the ſhepherd's ſon; 
hang him, he'll be made an example. 

(o. Comfort, good comfort; we muſt to the King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange fights; he muſt know tis none of 
* daughter, nor my ſiſter; we are gone elſe. Sir, 

will give you as mach as this old man does, when the 
buſineſs is perform'd; and remain, as he ſays, your 
pawn till it be brought you. 


Aut. 3 ol act you; walls iodine woud the fon- 
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ſide, go on the right hand; I will but look upon = 
hedge, and follow you. 

Cle. We are blefs'd in this man, as I may fay, even 
ble!s 'd. 

She. Let's before, as he bids us; he was provided 
to do us good. [Exeuat Shep. and Cliw. 

Aut, If I had a mind to be honeſt, I fee Fortune 
would not ſuffer me; ſhe drops booties in my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occaſion; gold, and a 
mcans to do the Prince my maſter good; which, who 
knows how that may turn back to my advancement ? I 
will bring theſe two moles, theſe bliad ones, aboard 
him; if he think it fit to ſhore them again, and thot 
the complaint they have to the King concerns him no- 
thing, let him call me rogue, for being ſo far officions ; 
for I am proof againſt that title, and what ſhame elſe 


belongs to 't: to him will I preſent them, there may be 
matter in it. LENA. 


A cr v. SCENE . 
Changes te Sicilia. 
E er Leontes. Cleomenes, Dion, Paulina, and 5 erd ante. 


Cle. GAR, you have done enough, and have perform d 
A ſaint- like ſorrow: no fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem' d; indeed paid down 
More penitence than done treſpaſs. At the laſt, 
Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil; 
With them, forgive yourſelf. 

Leo. Whilſt remember 
Her and lier vITtues, J cannot for 
My blemiſhes in them, and fo fall think . 
The wrong I did myfelf; which was ſo much, 
That beirleſs it hath made my kingdom, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweer'it companion that e er man 


Bred his hopes out of. 


Paul. True, too true, my Lord. 
If one by one you wedded all the world, 
Or, from the all that are, took ſomething good, 


To make a perſect woman, ſhe you Kkill'd 


Would be uaparallel d. 


Die Winter's Tale. 

Les. I think fo. Kill'd? 
Kill'd ? the I kill'd ? I did fo, but thou ftrik'lt me 
Sorely, to fay I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now, 
Say ſeldom. 

Cle. Not at all, good Lady; 
You might have ſpoke » Gs gp tes wank 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſs better. 
Paul. You are one of thoſe 

Would have him wed again. 
Dian. If you would not fo, 
You pity not the tate, nor the remembrance. 
Of his moſt ſovereign name; conſider little, 
What dangers by his Highneſs' fail of iſſue 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice the former Queen? This will. 
What holier, than for royalty's repair, 
For preſent comfort, and 14 future good, 
To blefs the bed of Majeſty again 
Wich a ſweet fellow to t? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 
Re ſpecting her that's gone, Beſides, the gods 
Will have fulfil d their fecret purpoſes : 
For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, 
Is 't not the tenor of his oracle, 
That King Leoates ſhall aot have an heir, 
Till his lot child be found which, that it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous to our human reafon, 
As my Antigonus to break his grave, 
And come again to me; who, on my life, 
Did periſh with the infant. Tis your counſel 
My Lord ſhould to the heav'ns be contrary, 
Oppoſe againft their wills, ——Care not for iffue ; 

[To the King. 

The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th' worthieſt; fo his ſucceſſor 
Was like to be the beſt. 

Les. Good Paulina, 
Who haſt the memory of Hermione, 
Ino, in honour; 05 that ever I 


Act v. 
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Had ſquar'd me to thy counſel ! then, even now 
I might have look'd upon « >. + hatin 
Have taken treaſure from her hps ! 
Paul. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 
Leo. Thou fpeak'ft truth: 
No more ſuch wives, therefore no wife; one worſe, 
And better us'd, would make her fainted ſpirit 
Again poſſeſs her corpſe ; and on this ſtage 
{Where we offend her now) appear foul-vex'd, 
And begin, Why to me 
Paul. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt cauſe. 


Were I the ghoft that walk'd, I'd bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't 


| You choſe her; then I'd fhriek, that even your ears 


Shou d rift to hear me, and the words that follow'd 
Should be, Remember mine. 
Les. Stars, ſtars, | 
And all eyes elſe, dead coals : five tw 66 with. 
I'll have no wife, Paulina. 
Paul. Will you frear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave? | 
Les. Never, Paulina; fo be bleſs'd my ! 
Paul. Then, grod my Lords, bear winch 9 his 


Cles. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unleſs another, 

As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Affront his eye. 

Cleo. Good Madam, pray, have done. 

Paul. Yor, Fog Land wimmny s eee will, Sir; 
No remedy, but you will ; give me the office 
To chuſe you a Queen; ſhe ſhall not be fo young | 
As was your former; but ſhe ſhall be fuch 
As, walk'd your firſt Queen's ghoſt, it ſhould take joy 
To fee her in your arms. 

Leo. My true Paulina, 

We ſhall not marry till thou bidd'ſt us. 

Vor. III. 5 Aa 
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Paul. That 

Shall be when your firſt Queen's again in breath: 

Never till then, 7 


SCENE II. Enter a Gentleman. 


Cent. One that gives out himſelf Prince Florizel, 
| Son of Polixenes, with his Princeſs (ſhe 

The faireft I have yet beheld), deſires acceſs 

To your high preſence. 

Leo. What with him ? he comes not | 
Like to his father's greatneſs; his approach, 
So out of circumſtance and fadden, tells us, 
"Tis not a viſitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident, What train? 

— But few, 

And thoſe but mean. 

Leo. His Princeſs, ſay you, with him ? 
Cent. Yes; the moſt Ale piece of carth, I think, 
That e'er the ſun ſhone bright on. 

Paul. Oh Hermione, 

As every preſent time doth boaſt itfelf 

Above a better gone; fo mult thy grave * 

Give way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you yourſelf 
Have faid, and writ fo: but your writing now 

Is colder than that theme: ſhe had not been, 

Nor was fhe to be equalPd ; thus your verſe 
Flow'd with her beauty once; tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 
To ſay you've ſcen a better. 

Gent. Pardon, Madam; 

The one I have almoſt forgot, (your pardon) ; 
The other when ſhe has obtain'd your eye, 

Will have pre gs too, This is a creature, 
Would ſhe begin a fect, might quench the zeal 

Of all profeſſors elſe, 'make proſelytes 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. 

Paul. How ? not women? 

Gent. Women will love her, that ſhe is a woman 
More worth than any man; men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all women. 

Leo. Go, Clomenes ; 

Yourſelf (aſſiſted with your honour'd friends) 


* Grave for epitaph, 
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Bring them to our embracement. Still tis ſtrange 
He thus ſhould fteal upon us. [Exit, Cleo. 
Paul. Had our Prince 
(Jewel of children) ſcen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this Lord ; there was not full a month 
Between their births. 
Les. Pr'ythee, no more; ceaſe; thou know ſt, 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: ſure, 
When I ſhall fee this gentleman, thy ſpeeches 


Will bring me to conſider that which may 


Unfurniſhi me of reaſon. They ave come. | 
S CEN E I. 


Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomenes, and others. 


Your mother was mot true to wedlock, 

For ſhe did print your royal father off 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is fo hit in you, 

His very air, that I ſhould call you brother, 

As I did him, and ſpeak of ſomething wildly 

By us per form'd before. Moſt dearly welcome, 
As your fair Princeſs, goddeſs !—Oh ! alas! 

J lott a couple, that twixt heav'n and earth 
Might thus have ſtood begetting wonder, as 


| You gracious couple do; and then I loſt 


(All mine own folly !) the ſociety, 
Amity too cf your brave father, whom 
(Tho? bearing miſery) I deſire my life 
Once more to look on. 
Flo. Sir, by his command 
Have L here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 
Gixe you all greetings that a King (at friend) 
Can ſend his brother; and but inſirmity, 
Which waits upon worn times, hath ſomething ſeiz d 
His wiſh'd ability, he had himſelf 
The lands and waters twixt your throne and his 


Meaſur d, to look upon you; whom he loves, 
He bade me fay fo, move than all the frrgnres, | 


And thofe that bear them living. 
Les. Oh, my brother! | 
„ [ hare done thee ftir 
a2 
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Afreſh within me; and theſe thy offices, 
85 rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my bchind-hand flackneſs, Welcome hither, 
As is th' ſpring to th' earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this paragon to th' fearful uſage 
(At leaſt, ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man not worth her pains, much lefs 
Th' adventure of her perſon ? 
Fiz, Good my Lord, 
She came from Libya. 
Les. Where the warlike Smalus, 
That noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd and loy'd? 
Fla. Moſt royal Sir, 
From thence ; from him, whoſe daughter | 
His tears proclaim'd his parting with her ; thence 
8 proſperous ſouth-wind friendly) we have eroſs 'd, 
o execute the charge my father gave me, 
For viking your Thypmets ; . beſt train 
I have from your ſhore diſmiſs'd, 
Who for m—_—_— bend, to ſignify 
Not only my ſucceſs in Libya, Sir, 
But my w_ and my wife's, in fafety 
Here where we are. 
Leo. The bleſſed gods 
Purge all infection from our air, whilft you 
Do climate here! You have a holy father, 
A graccful gentleman, againſt whoſe perſon, 
So ſacred as it is, I have done — 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me iſſueleſs; and your Euher s bleſs'd, 
As he from heaven merits it, with you, 
Worthy his goodneſs. What might I have _ 
Might I a 4. and daughter now have look d 
Such goodly things as you! 


SCENE IV. Euter à Lord. 


Lard. Moſt Noble Sir, 
That which I hall report, will bear no credic, 


Were not the proof ſo high. Pleaſe you, great Sir, 


Bichynia greets you from himſelf, by me; 
Deſires you to attach his fon, who has 


His dignity and duty both caſt off, 
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py nes s daughter. 

Leo. Where 's Bithynia ? ſpeak. 

Lord. Here in your city. I now came from him. 
I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meſſage : to your court 
Whilf he was haſt'ning, in the chace, it ſeems, 

Of this fair couple, mects he on the way 

The father of this ſeeming lady, and 

Her brother, having boch their country quitted 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me; | 
Whoſe honour and whoſe honeſty till now 
Endur'd all weathers. 

Lord. Lay 't fo to his charge 
He's with the King ycur father. 1 

Leo. Who? Camilo ? 

Lord. Camillo, Sir, I ſpake with him; who now _ 
Has theſe r men in queſtion. Never faw 
Wretches { —_— they kneel, they kiſs the earth, 
Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak. 
Bithynia ſtops his ears, and threatens them 
With di divers deaths in death. 

Per. Oh, my poor father ! 

The heav's fers foies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leo. You are marry'd ? 

Flo. We are not, Sis, nor are we Re to bes 
The ſtars, I fee, will kiſs the valleys firit; 

The odds for high and low's alike. 

Leo, My Lord, 

Is this the daughter of a King ? 

Flo. She is, : 
When once ſhe is my wife. 

Les. That once, I ice, by your good father's ſpeed, 
Will come on very ſlowly. I am forry 
(Mott ſorry) you have broken from his liking ; 
Where you were ty'd in duty; and as ſorry, 

Your choice is nat fo rich in birth as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 
Flo. Dear, look up; 


Though Fortune, viſible an enemy, 
Aa 3 
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Should chaſe us, with my father; power no jot 

Hath ſhe to change our loves. Beſeech you, Sir, 
Remember, ſince you o. d no more to time 

Than I do now; with thought of ſuch affections, 

Step forth mine advocate; at your requeſt, 

My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 


Les. Would he do fo, I'd beg your precious miſtreſs, 
Which he counts but a trifle. 


Paul. Sw, my Liege, 
Jour eye hath too much youth in't; not a month 


*Fore your Queen dy'd, ſhe was mote worth ſuch gazes 
Than what you look on now. 


Leo. I theught of her, 
Exen in theſe looks I made. But your — 


[To Florizel. 
Is vet — I will to your father; 
eur honour not o'erthrewn by your defires, 
I'm friend to them and you; upon which errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
Aud mark what way I make: come, good my Lord. 
[Excunt, 


SCENE V. Wear the court in Sicilia. 
Enter Autolicus and a Gentleman. 

oo Beſcech you, Sir, were you preſent at this re- 

lation? 

1 Cent. I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard 

the old ſhepherd deliver the manner how he found it; 

whereupon, after a little amazedneſs, we were all com- 

manded out of the chamber: only this, methought, I 

heard the ſhepherd fay, he found « & child. 

Aut. I would moſt gladly know the iſſue of it. 

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the buſineſs; 
but the changes I perceived in the e King and Camillo, 
were very notes of admiration; they ſeem'd almoſt, 
weich ſtaring on one another, to tear the caſes of their 
eyes. There was ſpecch in their dumbneſs, language 
in their very geſture; they look'd as they had heard 
of a world ranſom'd, or one deftray'd ; a notable paſ 
fion of wonder appear d in them; but the wiſeſt be 
holder, that knew go more but ſecing, could not ſay if 
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th' importance were joy or ſorrow ; but in the extremity 
of the one it mult needs be. 


Enter another Gentleman. 3 

news, Pt : 
2 Gent. Nothing but bonſires: the oracle is fulfill'd; 
the King's daughter is found ; ſuch a deal of wonder is 


broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers cannot 
be able to expreſs it. 


Enter another Gentleman. 


Here comes the Lady Paulina's ſteward, he can deliver 


you more. How goes it now, Sir ? this news, which 
is call'd true, is ſo like an old tale, that the verity of it 
is in ſtrong ſuſpicion, Has the King found his heir? 

3 Cent. Moſt true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumſtance. That which you hear, you'll ſwear you 
ſee, there is ſuch unity in the proofs. The mantle of 
Queen Hermione——her jewel about the neck of l 


me letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 


to be his character the majeſty of the creature, in 


reſemblence of the muther, ——the affection of noble- 


neſs, which nature ſhews above her breeding, and 
many other evidences — do 1 —— 
be the King's daughter. Did . 
the two Kings? 

2 Gent. No. 


3 Gent... Then have you loft a yke, which was to be 
ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, 
that it ſeem d, forrow wept to take leave of them, for 
their joy waded in tears. There was caſting up of 
eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of ſuch 
diſtraction, that they were to be known by garment, 
not by favour. Our King being ready to leap out of 
himſelf, for joy of his found daughter ; as if that joy 
were now become a loſs, cries, Oh, thy mother, thy 
mother! then aſks Bithynia forgiveneſs ; then embraces 
his ſon-in-law; then again worries he his daughter, 
with clipping her. Now he thanks the old ſhepherd, 
36 7 
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„Kings“ reigns.” I never heard of ſuch another en- 
counter, which lames report to follow it, and undocs 
to do it. 


2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 


carry d hence the child? 

3 Gent. Like an old tale ſtill, which will have mat- 
ters to rehearſe, tho credit be afleep, and not an ear 
open ; he was torn to pieces with a bear: this avouches 
the th herd's fon, who has not only his innocence, 

much to juſtify him, but a handkerchief 


| — * of his, that Paulina knows. 


| Gent. What became of his bark and his fol- 
lowers ? 

3 Gent, Wreck'd the fame inſtant of their maſter's 
death, and in the view of the the 
the inſtruments which aided to expoſe the child, were 
even then loft, when it was found. Bur, oh, the nedle 
combat, that twixt joy and ſorrow was fought i in Pau- 
lina ! She had one eye declin'd for the loſs of her huſ- 
band, another elevated that the oracle was fulſill'd. 


She bind the Friecefs from the cxoth, and fo lacks her 


in embracing, as if ſhe would pin her to her heart, that 
ſhe might no more be in danger of loſing. 

1 Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the au 
dience of Kings and Princes; for by fuch was it 
acted. 


3 Gent. One of the prettieſt touches of all, and that 


which angled for miae eyes, was, when at the relation 
of the Queen's death, with the manner how ſhe came 


to it, bravely confeſs d and lamented by the King, how 
attentiveneſs wounded his daughter; till, from one ſign 
of dolour to another, ſhe did, with an Alas ! 1 would 
fain ſay, bleed tears; for I am ſure my heart wept 
blood. Who was molt marble, there changed colour ; 
ſome ſwooncd, all forrowed ; if all the Sas 
have ſeen't, the woe had hon univerſal. 

1 Gent. Are they return'd to the court? 

3 Gent. No. The Princeſs hearing of her mother's 
Matue, which is in the keeping of Paulina; a pi 
many years in doing, and now newly perform'd 4 that 


rare Italian maſter julio Romano; who, had he himſelf 
Eternity, and could put breath into his work, would be- 
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pherd; ſo that all 
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gone, and there they intend to ſup. | 

2 Gent. I thought ſhe bad ſome great matter there in 
hand ; for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a-day, ever 
ſince the death of Hermione, viſited that removed 


Shep. Come, boy, I am paſt more children; 
ſons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 55 

Clo, Lou are well met, Sir. You denied to fight 
* with me this other day, becauſe I was no gentleman 
* born: fee you theſe cloaths ? fay, you ſee them nor, 
% and think me ftill no gentleman born. You were 
“ beſt fay, theſe robes are not gentleman born. Give 
* me the lye; do, and try whether I am not now a 
66 gent born, | 

Aut. I know you are now, Sir, a gentleman born. 

Cleo. Ay, and have been fo any time theſe four 
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Shep. And fo have I, boy. 
Cho. So you have: but I was a 


and call'd me brother; and then the two Kings call'd 
my father brother ; and then the Prince my brother, and 
the Princeſs my ſiſter, call'd my father, father, and fo 
we wept ; and there was the firit gentleman-like tears 
e that ever we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live, fon, to ſhed many more. 

Cl. Ay, or ele twere hard luck, being in fo pre- 

rous eſtate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly befeech you, Sir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have committed to your Worſhip, and to give me 
your report to the Prince, my 

Shep. Pr'ythee, ſon, do; for we muſt be gentle, now 
we are gentlemen. 

Cl. Thou wilt amend thy life? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your Worſhip. 

Cl. Give me — [= Lesen, Ps, 


| thou art as honeft a true fellow as any is in Bithynia. 


Shep. You may fay it, but not ſwear it. 


Clo. Noe Fear it, now ] am a gentleman ? let boors 
and franklins fay it, I'll fwear it. 


Shep. How if it be falſe, fon ? 
Clo. If it be ne'er fo falſe, a true 


gentleman may 
ſwear it in the behalf of his friend: and I'll ſwear to the 


by Kinds. 4. Sir, to my power. 2 
Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow; if I do 
not wonder how thou dar'ft venture to be drunk, not 


the Princes, our kindred, are going to ſee the Queen's 
picture. Come, follow us : 9 


fore my father; for the King's ſon took me by the hand, 


G Erne ps | 
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SCENE vn. Changes t» Paulina's houſe. 


Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, 
Faulina, Lords and Attendants. 


Les. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 

Paul. What, fovereign Sir, 
J did not well, I meant well; all my ſervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchſaf d, 
With your crown'd brother, and thefe your contracted 
Heirs of your * my poor houſe to viſit; 
It is a ſurplus of your grace, which never 


My life may laſt to anſwer. 

Leo. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble; but we came 
To ſee the ſtatue of our Queen. Your gallery 


Have we paſs'd through, not without much content, 
In many ſingularities; but we ſaw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The ſtatue of her mother. 
Paul. As ſhe liv'd peerleſs, | 
80 her dead likeneſs, J do well believe, 
Excels whatever yet you look'd u 
Or hand of man hath done; therefore I keep it 
Lovely apart. But here it is; prepare 
To fee the life as lively mock - d, as ever 
Still fleep mock d death; behold, and fay, tis well. 
[Paulina 4 a curtain, and diſcovers 
Hermione ffanding like a ftatue, 
I like your ſilence, it the more ſhews off 
Your wonder; but yet ſpeak, firſt you, my Liege. 
Comes it not ſomething near ? 
Leo. Her natural poſture ! 
Chide me, dear ſtone, that I may ſay, indeed, 
'Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding ; for ſhe was as tender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this ſeems. 
Pal. Oh, not by much. 
Paul. So much the more our caryer's excellence, 


2 * SE eg "- — 


There's magic in thy Majeſty, which has 
remembrance; and 


hen firſt I woo's her. 
1 


Oh, royal piece ! 


My evils conjur'd to 
From my admiring daughter took the ſpirits, 
Standing like ſtone with thee. 
Per. And give me leave, 
And do not fay tis ſuperſtition, that 
I kneel, r her bleſſing.—— Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kiſs, 
Paul. O, patience ; 
The ſtatue is but newly fix'd; the colour's 
Not dry. 
Cam. My Lord, your forrow was too fore laid on, 
Which 


fixteen winters cannot blow away, 


So many ſummers dry: ſcarce any joy 


Did ever fo long live; no forrow, 
But kill'd itſelf much ſooner, 


* 114 — 6 

Would I were dead, but that, methinks, 

What was he that did make it ? ſee, my Lord, 
. 
Did verily bear blood ? 
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Pol. Maſterly done! 
The very life ſeems warm upon her lig. 
Leo. The fiſſure of her eye has motion in t, 
As we were mock'd with art. 
Paul. I'll draw the curtain. 
My Lord's almoſt fo far tranſported, that 
He Il think anon it lives. 
Leo. O fweet Paulina, | 
Make me to think ſo twenty years together : 
No ſettled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 
Paul. I'm ſorry, Sir, I have thus far ſtirr d you; but 
1 could afflict you further. 
Les. Do, Paulina; 
For this affliction has a taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still methinks 
There is an air comes from her. What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath ! Let no man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. 
Paul. Good my Lord, forbear ; 
„% wed ths Ke tb wang | 
You'll mar it, if you kiſs it; ſtain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain? 
Leo. No, not theſe twenty years. 
Per. So long could 1 
Stand by a looker-on. 
Paul, Either forbear, 
Quit preſendl the chapel, or refolve you 
For more amazement : if you can behold it, 
I'll make the ftatue move indeed; iefcend, 
And take you by the hand. Bur then you'll think, 
Which I proteſt againſt, I am aſſiſted 
By wicked powers. 
| go What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on; what to ſpeak, 
I am content to hear : for dis as eaſy 
To make her ſpeak as move. 
Paul. It is requir'd, 
You do awake your faith ; then, all ſtand ftill ; 
And thoſe that think it is unlawful buſineſs 
I am about, let them depart. 
Leo. Proceed; 
Vor. III. Bb 
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No foot ſhall ſtir. 

Paul. Muſic; awake her: ſtrike; [ Iaffc, 
"Tis time, defcend ; be ſtone no more; approach, 
Strike all that look upon with marrel. Come, 

I 'I fill your grave up: flir; nay, come away: 
ath to death your numbneſs ; for from him 
Dear life redeems you, You perceive ſhe ſtirs; 


[ Hernuone comes dowr:, 


Start not; her actions ſhall be holy, as, 


You hear, my ſpell is lawful : do not ſhun her, 
Until you fee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand: 
When ſhe was young, you wou'd her; now in age, 
Is ſhe become the — 
Les. Oh, ſhe's warm! [Embracing ber. 
If this be magic, let it be an art 


Lawful as eating. 


Poel. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his neck; | 
If ſhe pertain to life, let her ſpeak too. 
Pal. Ay, and make it manifeſt where ſhe has liv'd, 
Or how fol'n from the dead. 
Paul. That ſhe is living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale; but it appears ſhe lives, 
Though yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleaſe you to interpoſe, fair Madam, kneel, 
And pray your mother's bletling: turn, good Lady 
Our Perdita is found, 
[Preſeating Perdita, who kneels to Herm. 
Her. You gods, look down, 
And from your ſacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head : tell me, mine own, 


Where haſt thou been prefery'd ? where liv'd? how 


Thy father's court? for — ſhalt hear, that I, [found 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 
Gave hope thou waſt in being, have preſerv'd 
Myſelf to fee the iſſue. 
Paul. There's time enough for that; 


Leſt they defire, upon tuis puih, to trouble 


Your joys with like relation. Go together, 
You precious winners all, your exultation 
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Partake to every one: I, an old turtle, 
„ Will wing me to fome wither'd bough, aad there 


« My mate, that's never to be found again, 
„ Lament till I am loft. 


Leo. O peace, Paulina: 
Thou ſhouldit a huſvand take by my conſent, 
As I by thine a wife, This is a match, 
And made between's by vows, Thou haſt found mine 3 
But how, is to be queſtion'd; for I faw her, 
As I thought, dead; and have, | in vain, ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. LU not feek far 
(For him, I partly know bis mind) to find thee 
An honourable haſband. Come, Camillo, 


And take her by the hand; whoſe worth and honeſty 
Is richly noted; and here Jultified 


By us, a pair of Kings. Let's from this place. 

What? look upon my brother: both your pardons, 
That e'er I put between your holy looks [LT Her. 
My ill ſuſpicion: this your ſon-in-law, 

And ſon unto the King whom heav'ns direfting, 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 

Lead us from hence, where we may leiſurely 

Each one demand, and anſwer to his part 

Perform'd in this wide gap of time, ſince firſt 

We were diſſever d. Haitily lead away. 


[Excurt omnes, 
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The court of England. 
Enter John, Queer Elinor, * 
OW, fay, Chatilion, what would 
France with us ? 
Chat. Thus, after greeting, ſpeaks 
— — 
.. The troubleſome reign of King John was written in two parts by 
W. Shakefpear and W. Rowley, and printed r6rr. But the preſent 


„ with Chatilion. 
N 
King of France, 
May is entirely different, and infinitely inen. Mr Pope. 
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Sc. 1. King Fobn. 
The borrow'd Majeſty of England here. 
Eli. A ſtrange beginning; borrow'd Majeſty ! 
K. j:hn. Silence, good mother; hear. the embaſſy, 
_ Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 4 
Of thy — brother Geffrey's ſun, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays lawful claim 
To this fair iſland and the territeries ; 
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine; 
Deſiring thee to lay aſide the ſword, 
Which — — theſe ſereral titles. 
And put the ſame into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew, and right-royal ſovereign. | 
K. 7obn. What follows if we difallow of this? 
Chat. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war, 
T' inforce thele rights ſo forcibly with-held. 
A. Jahn. Here have we war for war, and blood for 
blood, 
Controulm-nt for controulment ; ſo beer France. 
Chat. Then take my King's defiance from my mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my embaſſy, 
K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France; 
For ere thou canft report, I will be there, 
The thunder of my cannon ſhall be heard. 
So, hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And ſullen preſage of your own decz . 
An honourable conduct let him hay: 
Pembroke, look tot; farewc! Chatikos. 
[ Exeunt Chat. and Pem. 
Eli. What now, my ſon, have I not ever ſaid, 
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How that ambitious Conſtance woutt not ceaſe, 


Till ſhe had kindled France and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her ſon ? 

This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eaſy arguments of love; 

Which now the manage of two kingdoms muſt 


With fearful bloody iſſue arbitrate. 


K. 7oka. Our ſtrong poſſeſſion, and our right for us 


Eli. Your ſtrong poſſeſſion much more than your 
right, 
Or aalen. 


* * bs ns an - N 
2 * 
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So much my conſcience whiſpers in your ear, | 

Which non: but heav's, and you, and I ſhall hear. 
Eſex. My Liege, here is the ſtrangeſt controverſy 

Come from the country to be judg'd by you, 

That e'er I heard: ſhall I produce the men? 

KX. hn. Let them approach. 

Our abbies and our priories ſhall pay 


bb 
SCENE IK 


Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip his brother, the 
baſtard. 


Phil. Your faithful fubject, I, a 
Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeft = 
As I ſuppoſe, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
A ſoldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Cœur - de- lion knighted in the field. 
K. Fehn. What art thou? 
Rabert. The fon and heir to that ſame Faulconbridge. 
K. Fohu. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother, then, it ſeems. 
Phil. Moſt certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well known; and, as I think, one father: 
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother; 
Of that I doubt, as all mens” children may. 
Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou doſt ſhame thy 
mother, 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 
Phil. I. Madam? no, I have no reaſon for it; 


| "That is my brother's plea, and none of mine; 


The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leaft from fair five hundred pound a-year. 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour, and my land! 
K. Jobn. A good blunt fellow; why, being younger 
born, 
Doch he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 
Phil. I know not. why, except to get the land-; 
But onde he flander'd me with baſtardy : 
But whether I be true begot or no, 
That ſtill. I lay upon my mother 's head; 


Re 
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But that I am as well begot, my 

for me l), 
ompare our faces, wy ape ym 54 

If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our father, and this fon like him; 

O old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

I give heav'n thanks I was not like to thee. 

n what a mad-cap hath heav'n lent us 


Eli. He hath a trick of Cœur- de- lion's face, 

The accent of his tongue affecteth him: 
Do you not read ſome tokens of my ſon 
W large compoſition of this man ? | 

X. John. Mine eye hath well examined his 
And finds them perfect Richard. Mn ©. 
What doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Phil. Becauſe he hath — father, 
With thee del-Gev wandiide drve-efins ted? 

A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a-year ! 

Rb. My gracious Liege, when that my father liv'd, 
' Your hunter drag me flier ward? 

Phil. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land. 
Your tale muſt be, how he employ'd my mother. 

Rob. And once diſpatch'd him in an embaſſy 
To Germany ; there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time: 
Th' advantage of his abſence took the King, 

And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my father's ; 
Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to : 
But truth is truth; large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 
Between my father and my mother lay, 

(As I have heard my father ſpeak himſelf), 
When this ſame luſty gentleman was got. 
Upon his deathbed he by will bequeath'd 
His lands to me; and took it on his death, 
That this, my mother's ſon, was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the courſe of time. 
Then, good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

X. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ;; 
Yaur father's wiſe did after wedlock bear him 
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And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was her's ; 
Which fault lies on the hazard of all huſbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this fon, 
Had of your father claim'd this fon for his ? 
In ſooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world. 
In ſooth he might. Then, if he were my brother's, 
My brother might not claim him; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refuſe kim. This cencludes, 
My — s fon did get your father's heir, 
Your father's heir muit have your father's land. 

Rib. Shall then my father's will be of no force 
To diſpoſſeſs that child which is not his? 

Phil. Of no more force to diſpoſſeſs me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadlt thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 
Or the reputed ſon of Cœur- de- lion, 
Lord of the preſence *, and no land beſide ? 

Phil. dates, and if my brother had my ſhape, 
And I had his, Sir Robert his, like him; 
And if my legs were two ſuch riding rods, 
My arms ſuch eel-ſkins ſtuff d; my face fo thin, 
That in mine ear I durſt not flick a roſe 2, 
Leſt men ſhould fay, * Look, where three farthings 

goes || ! 

&© And to his ſhape we re heir to all this land; ” 
Would I might never ſtir from off this place, 
I'd give it ev 'ry foot to have this face. 


* 7, e. Prince of the blood. 
+ The ſticking roſes about them, was is then all the court-faſhion, 
|| We muit obſerve, to explain this alluſion. that Q Eliſabeth Was 
the firſt, and indecd the only prince, who coined in England three- 
half-pence and three-farthing pieces. She at one and the fame time 
coined ſhillings, ſix-pences, groats, three-pences, two-pences, three- 
halfpence, pence, three-tarthings, and halfpence. And theſe pieces 


all had her head, and were alternately with the re behind, and 


without the roſe. The ſhilling, groat, two-pence, penny, and 

_ had it not. The other intermediate coins, viz. the ſix- 
e, three-pence, threc-halfpence, and chrec- farthings, had the 

* Ms Theobald, | 
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I would not be Sir Nobbe * in any caſe. 

Eli. 12288 a Rs Gy fs, 
Bequeath to him, and follow me 
pooh and now bound to France. 

Phil. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance; 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a-year, 

Yet ſell your face for five pence, and tis dear. 

Madam, I'll follow you unto the death. 

. i 0 
Phil. Our country-manners gre our benters . 
Phi. Philip, my Lage. fo 

hil my Liege, fo is my name begun : 
"cod ole Sir Robert's wife's eldeſt for” 

K. Jab. From henceforth bear his name, whoſe 

form thou bear ſt. 

Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe up more great; 

Ariſe Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 

Phil. —_— by th" mother's fide, give me your 


My father gave me honour, your's gave land. 
Now bleſſed be the hour, by night or day, 


Phil. Madam, by chance, but not by truth; what 


— a little from the right, 


In at the window, or elſe o'er the hatch. 
Who dares not ſtir by day, muſt walk by night, 
And have his have, however men do catch : 
Near or far off, well won is ſtill well ſhot; 

And I am I, howe'er I was 


begot. 
E Faulconbridge, now haſt thou thy de. 


A landleſs knight makes thee a landed 
Come, Madam, and come, +5 -— gs, --- FR 
Fer France, for France; for it is more than need. 
Phil. Brother, adieu; good fortune come to thee, 

For thou was got i” m way of honeſty. 
[Excunt all but Philip- 


2 — in contempt, of Sir Robert. 
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A foot of honour better than I was, 
But many a many foot of land the worſe ! 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. | 
& Good-den, Sir Richard, —Godamerecy, fellow; 
« And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter; 
& For new-made honour doth forget mens names. 
& Tis too re ſpective and unſociable 
& For your converſing. Now your traveller, 
„ He and his tooth-pick at my Worſhip's meſs ; 
„ And when my knightly ſtomach is fuſſic 'd, 
«© Why then I ſuck my teeth, and catechiſe 
„ My piked * man of countries: My dear Sir, 

2 leaning on mine elbow, I begin), 

ſhall beſeech you, hat is queſtion now 

4 And then comes anſwer like an ABC-book. 
6 O Sir, ſays anſwer, at your beſt command, 


« At your employment, at your ſervice, Sir,— 


« No Sir, fays queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at your's — 
«© And ſo ere 4 — knows what queſtion would, 
„ Serving in dialogue of compliment; 

* And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

c The Pyrencan and the river Po; 

& It draws towards ſupper in concluſion, fo. 

& But this is worſhipful ſociety, 

And fits the mounting fpirit like myſelf : 

For he is but a baſtard to the time, 

That doth not ſmack of obſervation ; 

[And fo am I, whether I ſmack or no] ; + 4 

And not ane in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poiſon for the age's tooth; 
Which tho' I will not practiſe to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it ſhall ftrew the footſteps of my riſing. 

But who comes in ſuch haſte in ridins-robes ? 
What woman-polt is this? hath he no huſband, 
„ tag 


e. bearded, 
4 at line of the players. 
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8 Fing Fobn. 
O me! uf it is my mother. Now, good Lady, 
What brings you here to court fo haftily ? 


TCA HE I 
Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and James Gurney. 
Lady. Where is that ſlave, thy brother, where is he, 
That holds in chace mine honour up and down? 
Phil. My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's ſon, 
Colbrand the giant, that fame mighty man, 
Is it Sir Robert's fon that you feek fo ? 
Lady. Sir Robert's fon; ay, thou unrev'rend boy, 
Sir Robert's fon : why ſcorn'i thou at Sir Robert: 
He is Sir Robert's ſon, and ſo art thou. 


Phil. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while? 3 
Gur, Good leave, good Flulip. 


Phil. Philip —ſpare me, James; 
There's toys abroad; anon 1 II tell thee more. 


Zxit 8. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's fon; . 1 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good - Friday, and ne'er broke his faſt. 
Sir Robert could do well; marry, conteſs ! 
Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it; 
We knew his handy-work; therefore, good mother, 
To whom am I beholden for theſe limbs ? 
Sir Robert never holpe to make this leg. 

Lady. Haſt thou conſpired with 4 brother too, | 
That, for thine own gain, ſhould'ſt defend mine konour ? 
What means this ſcorn, thou moit untoward knave ? | 

Phil. Knight, knight, good mother Baliliſco- 

like * 


What! I am dubb'd; I have it on my ſhoulder. 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's ſon; 

I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert, and my land; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone. 
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* The words allude to an expreſſion in an old foc liſb phy. then 
the common butt of ridicuie, called Scan aid Pe: fe du. But the 
beauty of the puſſage conſiſts in his alluding, at the fume time, to 
bis high original. His father, Richard I. was farnamed Cent de lisa; 
and the Cor Leonis, a fixed ſtar of the firſt magnitude, in the on 
Leo, is — Mr M arlur tan. 


Come, Lady, I will ſhew thee to my kin, 

And they thall fay, when Richard me begot, 

If thou hadſt ſaid him Nay, it had been fin; 
Who fays it was, he lyes; I fay twas not. [ Exeunt. 


ACT n SCENE L 

Befare the walls of Angiers in France. 

Enter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, the 

Sebi of Adin, Crim, ant Dots. 

Lewis. 1 Efore Angiers well met, brave Auftria. 
Arthur! that great 

Richard, that robb'd the hon of his heart, 

By this brave Duke came early to his grave : 

And for amends to his poſterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 


forerunner of thy blood, 
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To ſpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the uſurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, Engliſh John. 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth. God ſhall 1. you Cœur · de-lion's death, 
The rather that you give bis offspring life ; 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war. 

I give you welcome with a pow'rleſs hand, 

Put with a heart full of unſtained love: 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, Duke. 
Lewis. A noble boy ! who would not do thee right ? 
An ſt. Upon thy uk lay I this zealous kiſs, 

As ſcal to this indenture of my love; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers and the right thou haſt in France, 

Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 

Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 

And coops from other lands her — bv wg ; 

Ex'n till that England, bedg d in with the main, LE 

bat — bulwark, ſtill ſecure 

And confident from foreign bares. | 
Ex 'n till that outmoſt corner of the weft, I 
Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Canſt. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's 
Till your ſtrong hand ſhall help to give ne dhe 
To make a more requital to your love. 

Jaft. The peace of Heav'n is theirs who lift their 
In ſuch a juſt and charitable war. 

K. Phil. Well chen, to work; our 
Againft the brows of this reſiſting town ; 
Call for our chiefeſt men of diſcipline, 

To cull the plots of beſt advantages. 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmens' blood, 
Burt we will make it fabjea ro this boy. 

Conſt. Stay for an anſwer to your embaſſy, 
Left unadvis'd you ſtain your ſwords with blood. 
My Lord Chatilion may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war; 
And then we ſhall repent cach drop of blood 
That hot raſh kate Þ f — 20S, 

Vor. III. 


* 
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Enter Chatilion. 


K. Phil. A wonder, Lady! lo, upon thy wiſh 
Our meſſenger Chatilion is arriv'd. 
What England fays, fay briefly, gentle Lord; 
We coldly pauſe for thee. Chatilion, ſpeak. 
Chat. Then turn your forces from this paultry ſiege, 
And ſtir them up againſt a mightier taſk. 
England, impatient of your juſt demands, 
Hath put himſelf in arms; the adverſe winds, 
Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have giv'n him time 
To land his legions all as ſoon as I. 
His marches are expedient to this town, 
His forces ſtrong, his-ſoldiers confident, 
Wich him along is come the mother * 1 
An Arte, ſtirring him to blood and ſtriſe. 
With her, her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 
Wich them a baſtard of the King deceas'd, 
And all th” unſettled humours of the land; 
Raſh, inconſid' rate, fiery voluntarics, 
With ladies” faces, and fierce dragons' ſpleens, 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits, 
Than now the Englih bottoms have watfc o'er, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, 
To do offence and fcithe in Ohriſtendom. | 
The interruption of their churliſi drums [ Drums beat, 
Cuts off more circuniitance; they are at hand. 
To parly, or to fight, therefore prepare. 
K. Phil, How much unluok'd for is this expedition 
Auſt. By how much unexpected, by ſo much 
We muſt awake endeavour for defence; 
For courage mounteth with occaſion : 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd. 
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Enter King England, Faulconbridge, Elinor, Blanch, 
Perabroke, and others. 


R. 7:41. Peace be to France, if France i in peace = 
Our juſt and lincal entrance to our own: 
If not, blecd France, and peace aſcend to heav n! 
V\hiilt we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heav'n. 

K. Piil, Peace be to England, if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace ! 
England we love; and for that England's lake, 
With burthen of our armour here we fweat ; 
This toil of ours thould be a work of thine. 
But thou from loving England art fo far, 
That thou hait underwrought its lawful King; 
Cut off the ſequence of poſterity; 
Out- faced infant ſtate; and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face. 
Theſe eyes, theſe brows, were moulded out of his; 
This little abſtract doth contain that large 
Which dy'd in Geffrey ; and the hand of Time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 
And this his fon ; England was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Geffrey's; in the name of God, 
How comes it then that thou art call'd a King, 
When living blood doth in theſe temples beat, 
Which own * crown that thou o' ermaſtereſt? 

X 7ohn. From whom haſt thou this great commiſſion, 
To draw my anſwer to thy articles ? [France, 

K. Phil.” From that "x Ann that ſtirs good 
In any breaſt of ſtrong 8 [thoughts 
To Jouk i into the blots and ftuins of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy; 
Under whofe warrant I unyeach thy wrong, 
And by whoſe help I mean to chaſtiſe it. 

K 5 Alack, N 

H. 
2 Excuſe it, tis to = uſurping dow 
Cc 2 
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King John, this is the very ſum of „ 
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur I do claim of thee : 
Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy arms ? 

X. 7obn. My life as foon, —I do defy thee, France. 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand; 
And out of my dear love I'll give thee more, 6 
Than e'er the coward-hand of France can win * 


EE. Who is 't that thou duſt call uſurper, France ? 
Conſt. Let me make anſwer: y Spun, for —— 
4 


El. Out. inſolent! thy baſtard thall be King, 
That thou may'lt be a Queen, and check the world! | 
Conſt My bed was ever to thy fon as truc ! 
As thine was to thy huſband ; and this boy, ; 


Likes in feature to his father Geffrey, | 1 
Than thou and John, in manners being as like 
S8 or devil to his dam. 
y boy a baſtard ! foul, I think 
—— — *p It ; 


WW.) Aa, A 
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on that ſhall make yo 

ſt. What cracker is this fame, that deafs our ears 
h this abundance of ſuperfluous breuth? 

Philip, determine what we th:11 do (tre it. 

. Phil. Women and fools, break off your conference. 


Ec. 
, . * — — of France can win. 
N Submit thee, boy. 
; Conſt. Do, child, go to it grandam. child. 
Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 
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Sc. 3. King Jan. 


Theſe men of Angiers; let us hear them f. 
234 Arthur's or John's. 


X. Phil. Some trumpet ſummon hither to FO. 4 


[Trumpet ſounds. 


SCENE IM. Ester aCitizen upon the walls: 
Cit. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls ? 


K. Phil. Tis France, for England, 


Give it a plum, a 2 and a fig. 


There's a good gran 
Arth. Good my 7 peace; 


J would that I were low kid in my grave; 
I am not worth this coil that's made for me. 
Eli His mother ſhames him fo, poor boy, he weeps. 
C:://. Now ſhame upon you, whe'r ſhe does or no! 
His grandam's wrong, and not his mother's thames, 
Draws thote heav'n- moving pears from his poor e 
Which heav'n ſhall tuke in nature of a fee: 
Ay, with thete eryſtal beads heav'n ſhall be brib'd, 
To do him juitice, and revenge on you. 
Eii. Thou monſtrous fl.nderer of hcav'n and earth! 
Conſt. Thou monſtrous injurer of heav'n and earth} 
Call me no flanderer; thou and thine uſurp 
The domination, royalties, and rights 
Of this oppreſſed boy ; this is thy eldeſt fon's fon, 
Intortunate in nothing but in thee : 
Thy lins are viſited in this poor child; 
The canon of the law is laid on him; 
Being but the ſecond generaticn 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb. 
K. Jahn. Bedlam, have done. 4 
Can have but this to 1ay, 
That he is not only pl. gued for her fin, 
But Ged hath made her fin and her the 
On this remo» cd iffue, plagn'd for her, 
And with ber plague her fin; his ir jury, 
Her injury, the beadle to her {:n. 
All puniil'd in the perſon of this child, 
And all fer her; a plague upon her! 
Ek. Thou unadviſed ſcold, I can 
A will that bars the title of thy ſon. 
Conſ's Ay, who doubts that? a will !—a wicked will; 
A woman's will. a canker'd grandam's will. 
X. ['hil. Peace, pauſe, or be. ore 
It ill buicems thi proence ory a * 
Jo cheſe ill tuned 


S me trumpet, Cc. 
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X. John. England for itſelf; 


Angiers and my loving ſubjects 
K. Phil. You loving men of Angizrs, Arthur's fub- 


jects, 
Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle 
- Fobrn. For our advantage; rack 7 2a hear us firſt, 


of France, that are advanced here 


The cannons have their bowels full of wrark; 

And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 

a=! iron — gainſt your walls: 
preparations for a bloody ſiege 

And mercileſs proceeding, by thefe French, 

Confront your cities eyes, your winking * gates ; 

And, but for our approach, thoſe ſieeping tones, 

"That as a waſte do girdle you about, 

By the compulſion of their ordinance 

By this time from their fixed beds of lime 

—— — 

to ruſ upon your peace. 

— ght of us your lawful King, 

. 

Have brought a counter- check before your gates, 

To fave unſcratch'd your city's threat'ned checks), 

Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchſafe a parle; 

And now, inſtead of bullets wrapt in fire, 

To make a thaking fever in your walls, 

They ſhoot but calm word; folded up in ſmoak, 

Fo make a Faithleſs error in your ears; 

Which truſt accordingly, kind citizens; 

And let in us, your King, whoſe labour d ſpirits, 

Fore-weary'd in this action of fwift ſpecd, 

Crave harbourage within your city-walls. 

K. Phil. When I have ſaid, make anſwer to us both, 
Lo! in this right hand, whoſe protection 
Is moſt diviacly row'd upon the right 
Of hira it holds, ſands young Plantagenet; 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 
For this down-tradden equity, we tread 


Lig, a metaphor for half -apen. 
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In warlike march theſe greens before your town: 

Being no further enemy to you, 

Than the conſtraint of hoſpitable zeal, 

In the relief of this oppreſſed child, 

R * provokes. Be pleaſed then 23 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe . 
To him that owns it; namely, this young prince. 

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 

Save in aſpect, hath all offence ſeal d up: 

Our cannons malice vainly ſhall be ſpent 

Againſt th” invulnerable clouds of heav'n; 

ASS with a bleſſed and unvex'sd retire, 

With unhack'd ſwords, rr 

We will bear home that luſty blood again, 


that behalf which we have — by ir? 


Git. In brief, we are the King of England's ſubjects ; 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 
A. Foba. 2 then the King, and let me in. 
Cit. That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove loyal ; till that time, 
Have we ramm'd up our gates againſt the world. 
K. 7:hn. Doth not the crown of England prove the 
King ? | 
And if not that, I bring you witneſſes, 
Twice fifteen —— 1 ———— 
Faule. (Baſtards, and elſe). 
K. Fobn. To verify our title with their kves. 
K. Phil. As many, and as well-born bloods as 
hoſe 


Faule. (Some baſtards too). 
K. Phil. Guns is bis Gras 56 — bis chin, 
circle. 


E 


In beſt appointment regiments. 
Fals. Speed then to take th advantage of the field. 
K. Phil. It ſhall be fo; and at the other hill 


142 


Ning Jon. A& rt. 
Cit. Till you compound whoſe right is worthieſt, 
We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 


* the fin of all thoſe 


That to their everlaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, ſhall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's King! 
K. Phil. c 


Faule. Sane Georg tha ſwing'd the dragon, and 


n at mine hoſteſs door, 
Teach us ſome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, firrah, with your lioneſs, 
I'd fet an ox-head to your lion's hide *, 
And make a monſter of you. _— [To Auſtria, 
Auſt. Feace, no more. 
Faulc. O, wenkles for you hon che Ken rae. 
TOES TO e we'll ſet 


Command the reſt to ſtand. God, and our right! 
[Exeunt, 


SCENE I. 

A long charge ſounded: then, after excurſions, enter 
the Herald of France with trumpets to the gates. 
F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your ganen, 

Arthur Duke of 2 


Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Engliſh mother, 


| Whoſe fons lie ſcatter d on the bleeding ground; 


And many a widow's huſband groveling lies, 


Coldly 2 the diſcolour d earth; 


Wnile victory with little loſs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French; 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplay'd, 


* The Archduke wore a Bou's hide. which had belonged tos 


Bachard Cæur-de-lion. 


——_ ai. . li. oth _— A. ri 
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To enter conquerors; aud to procluĩm 
Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours. 


Enter Engliſh Herald with trumpets. 
E. Her. _—_ you men of Angiers, ring your 


Als; 
King John, your King and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 

Their armours, that march'd hence fo ſilver- bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Freachmens” blood. 

There ſtuck no . in any Engliſh creſt, 

That is removed by a ſtaff of France. 

Our Par Arey pts Ar in thoſe ſame hands, 

That did diſplay them when we firſt march'd forth; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntſmen, come 

Our lufty Engliſh, all with purpled hands, 

Dy'd in the dying flaughter of their foes. 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 

Cir. Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold, 
From firſt to laſt, the onſet and retire | 
Of both your armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenfured; 

Blood hath — blood, and blows have anfwer'd 
vs; 


Strength match'd with ſtrength, 228K 


| power. 
Both are alike, and both alike we like; 


One muſt prove greateſt. While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 


$S CENE Y. 
Enter the two Kings with their powert, at ſeveral doors. 
K. John. France, haſt thou yet more blood to call 


away ? 
Say, ſhalt the current of our right run on? 
Whoſe paſſage, vex'd with thy impediment, 
Sball leave his native channel, and o — 
With courſe diſturb'd ev'n thy confining ſhores; 
Unlefs thou let his filver water keep 


A peaceful progreſs to the ocean. 


3 ing 7:be. Act rr, 
K. Plil. England, thou haſt not fav'd one drop of 
blood 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; 
Rather lot more. And by this hand I fwear, 
That ſways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay by our juſt-borne arms, 


We ll put thee down, gainſt whom theſe arms we bear; 


Or add a royal number to the dead; 
Gracing the ſcroul that tells of this "war's loſs, 
With flaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 

Faule. Ha! Majeſty, how high thy — towers, 
When the rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire ! 
Oh, now doth Death line bis dead chaps with ſteel; 
The ſwords of foldiers are his teeth, his phangs ; 
And now he feaſts, mouthing the fleſh of men 
In undetermin'd differences of Kings. 
Why ſtand theſe —4 fronts amazed thus? 


peace; 
X. John. Whoſe 


Our former fcruple in our ſtrong-barr'd gates 


Faulc. By heav'n, the fcroyles of Angiers flout you, 


— 


Kings, 
And ſtand ſecurely on their battlements, 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 


* ſtrong-barr'd gates. 
"Kings are our fears——until our fears reſolv'd 
Be by ſome certain King 9 
Faulc. By heav 'n, Cc. 


—— yer — 
K. Phil. 3 who's your 


Git. The Kg of England, its we ke as 
King. 
K. Phil. Know him in us, that here hold up his 


„ 


Sc. 5. Ring Fobn. 311 
At your induſtrious ſcenes and acts of death. 
You royal preſences, be rul'd by me; 
Do like the Mutines of Jeruſalem ; 
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your ſharpeſt deeds of . on this town. 
By eaſt and weſt let France and England mount 
Their batt' ring cannon charged to the mouths; 
Till their ſoul-fearing clamours have braul'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city. 
I'd play mceffantly upon theſe jades ; 
Even till unfenced defolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, diſſever your united ſtrengths, 
And part your mingled colours once again; 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point. 
Then in a moment Fortune ſhall cull forth 
Out of one ſide her happy minion; 
To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 
And kiſs him with a glorious victory. 
How like you this wild counſel, mighty ſtates? 
Smacks it not ſomething of the policy? 

K. John. Now by the ſky that hangs above our 

heads, 


I like it well. France, ſhall we knit our pow'rs, 

And lay this Angiers even with the ground, 

Then, after, fight who ſhall be King of it? 
Faule. And if thou haſt the mettle of a King, 

Being wrong'd as we are by this peeviſi town, 

'Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 

As we will ours, againſt theſe ſaucy walls; 

And when that we have daſh'd them to the 

Why, then defy each other; and, pell- ml 

Make work yon corfcires — or hell. 
K. Phil. Let it be ſo; ſay, where will you aſſault? 
X. Jahn. We from the welt will ſend deſtruction 


Into this city's boſom. 


Auſt. I from the north, 
K. Phil. Our thunder from the ſouth 


Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 


bullets on this town. 
_ Faulc. O prudent diſcipline! from north to ſouth ; 


310 King John. Ad 12. 
Cit. —_ rouchſafe a while to 


ty, g 

And [ ſhall ſhew you peace, and fair-fac'd league; 
Win you this city without ſtroke or wound; 
Reſcue thoſe breathing lives to die in beds, 
That here come ſacriſices for the ſield: 
Perfever nat, but hear me, mighty Kings. 

X. Jau. Speak on; with favour we are bent to 

hear. 1285 

Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is near to England; look upon & years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
If luſty love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 
Where ſhould he 6nd it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous love ſhould go in ſearch of virtue, 
Where thovid he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If love, ambitious, ſought a match of birth, 
Whoſe veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch ? 
Such as ſhe is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat : 
If not corepleat, oh fay, he is not the; 
Ard ſhe again wants nothing, (to name want), 
If want it be not, that the is not he. 
He is the half-part of a bleſſed man, 
Leſt to be finiſhed by ſuch a ſhe : * 
And ſhe a fair divided excellence, 
Whoſe fulnefs of perfection lies in him. 
Ck ! two fuck ſilver currents, when they join, 
Po glorify the banks that bound them in. 
And two ſuch ſhores, to two fuch ſtreams made one, 
Two fuch controlling bounds ſhall vou be, Kings, 
To theſe two princes, if you marry them. 
This union ſhall do more than battery can, 
To our faſt - cloſed gates: for at this match, 
With ſwifter {pleen than powder can enfurce, 


The ſea cara 
Lions fo ce 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in each other's mouth, 
'I tir them to't ; come, away, away! 


Js 
Thas Sintes the rem cxocale of ob3 Dock 
228 Here s a large mouth, indeed, 
forth death, and mountains, rocks and ſeas; 


Ml 


nit 


— 


OFF 
T 
| | 


Hil 


! was never ſo bethump'd with words, 
Since 1 6rſt call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli. Son, liſt to this conjunction, make this match, 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough; 
For by tis ke thou , a f. tie 


dowry ſhall weigh equal with a Qu. 

For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the fea, 
Except this city now by us beſieg'd, 
| Find liable to our crown and dignity, 
Shall gild her bridal bed; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions; 

Vor. III. D d 


A 
And quarter d in her heart ! he doth eſpy 
6 1 

8 wn, and quarter d, there ſhould be 

In fuch a love, fo vile a lout as he. _ > 
Blanch. My uncle's will in this reſpe& is mine. 

If he fee aught in you, that makes him like, 


this Lady? - 
Lewis. Nay, aſk me, if I can refrain from love; 
For I do love her moft 


9 wondrous miracle; 
The ſhadow of myſelf form' d in her eye; 
Which being but the ſhadow of your fon, 
Becomes a fin, and makes your fon a ſhadow. 
Ido proteſt, Cc. | 


— 7. 
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With her to thee ; and this addition more, | 
Full thirty thouſand marks of Engliſh coin. 

of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 

Command thy fon and daughter to join hands. 

X. Wil. ee young princes, cloſe your 


mity which you have made; 
ary's chapel pr 
The rites of marriage ſhall be folemniz'd. 


We make him Lord of. .. 
Some ſpeedy bid her repair 

To our folemnity. I truſt we ſhall, 
If not fill up the meaſure of her will, 
Yet in ſome meaſure fatisfy her fo, 
'That we ſhall ſtop her exclamation. 
Go we, as well as haſte will ſuffer us, _ 


To this unlook d for, unprepared pomp. | 
[Exeunt all but Faulconbridge. 


SCERER WW 
Faule. Mad world, mad Kings, mad compoſition! 
John, to top Arthur's title in the whole, 


— 
your lips too; for, I am well aſſur d, 
F ge, png rope ov 
. Phil. Now, citizens, Cc. 
D d 2 
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« The world, which of itfclf is poiſed well, 


And this fame bias, this C 
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Hath willingly departed wich a part. 
And France, whoſe armour conſcience buckled on, 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field, 
I e 

ith that purpoſe-changer, that 7 
That broker, that ſtill breaks the pate of faith, 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all, 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 
Who having no external thing to loſe 
But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that; 


That ſmooth- fac d tickling Commodity. 
, the bias of the world, 


«© Made to run even upon even ground; 

& Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 
«* This fway of motion, this Commodity, 

& Makes it take head from all i 

& From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent. 


This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determin d aid, 
From a refolv'd and honourable war, | 
To a moſt baſe and vile concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this Commodity ? 

But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet: 
Not that I have the power to clutch my band, 
ö 


— 
Well, while I am a beggar, L wi ll; 


And ſay, there is no fin but to be rich. 
And being rich, my virtue then ſhall be, _ 
To ſay, there is no vice but beggary. 
Since Kings break faith 


upon commodity, 
Gain, be my Lord; » thee! 1 


AA 1. 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
Fe French King's pavilion. 


Enter Conſtance, Arthur, and Saliſbury. 
marry d! gone 


ik is =o ©; thee haſt mi-poke, miſ-heard; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again, 
It cannot hoe is Gt darts "is fo. 


EH 
Hi: 


means that hand upon that breaſt of thine? 
holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 
Be theſe fad ſighs confirmers of thy words? 
Then ſpeak again, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. As trae as, I believe, you thiak them falſe, 
That gave you cauſc to prove my ſaying true. 
Conſt. Oh, if thou teach me to believe this forrow, 
Teach thou this forrow how to make me die; 
And let belief an life encr unter fo, 
As doth the fury of two deip'rate men, 
Which in the very meeting tall and die. 


UE: 


Lewis wed Blanch ! © buy, then where art thou ? 2 


France friend with g. waat becomes of me? 
3 


— A r 
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Fellow, be gone, I cannot brook thy fight *. ( 

Arth. I do beſeech you, mother, be content. ] 
Conſt. If thou that bidd'ſt me be content, wert 


& Ugly, and fland'rous to thy motker's womb, * 

« Full of unpleafing blots, and ſightleſs tains, 

* Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, | 
« Patch d with foul moles, and eye-offending marks ; 

« I would not care; I then would be content. 
«+ For then I ſhould not love thee: no, nor thou 
% Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown. 


* Bar thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy! | | 


Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great. 


« And with the hali-blown rofe.” But Fortune oh! 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and, won from thee, 
Adulterates hourly with thine um Te John; 

Aad with her golden haad hath p'uck'd on France 

To tread down fair reſpect of ſovereignty, 

And made his Majeſty the bawd to theirs, * 


«© Of nature's gifts thou may ' ſt with likes boaſt, | 


France is a bawd to Fortune, and to John: 


"That trumpet Fortune, that uſurping John! 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forſworn ? 
Invenom him with words; or get thee gone, 
And leave theſe . which I alone 
Am bound to underbear. 
Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
i may not go without you to the Kings. 
Confl. Thou may'ft, thou ſhalt, I will not go with 


I will inſtruct my forrows to be proud: [thee. 


For grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtout. 
To me, and to the ſtate of my great grief, 
Let Kings aſſemble: — grief 's ſo great, 
That no ſupporter but the huge firm earth 


* —— brook thy fight. 
his news hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
Sol. What other harm have I, gocd Lady, done, 


Eut {poke the harm that is | by others dune? 


Cot. Which harm within itſelf ſo heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that fpeak of it, 
Atta, 12 vou, Cc. 
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Can hold it up. Here I and forrow fit. 

Here is my throne, bid Kings - come bow to it. 
i Sits down on the floor. 


SCENE UI 
Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, 
Faulconbridge, and Auſtria. 


X. Phil. "Tis true, fair daughter; and this bleſſed 
Ever in France ſhall be kept feſtival. [day 
To ſolemnize this day, the glorious fun 
Stays in his courſe, ond plays the alchymilt ; 
Turning with ſplendor of his p eye 
The e cloddy earth to glitt ' ring gold. 
The yearly courſe that brings this day about, 


Shall never fee it but a holiday. 
holiday, —[ Rifag: 


Conſt. A wicked day, — 
What hath this day deferv'd ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letter ſhould be fer 
Among the high tides in the kalendar ? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week, 
This-day of ſhame, op elhon, perjury : 
Or, if it muſt ſtand let wives with child 
Pray, that their burdens may not fall is 
Left that their hopes be croſs d. 

But on this day, let ſeamen fear no wreck; 

No bargains break, that are not this day made; 
This day, all things begun come to ill end, 
Lea, faith itſelf to hollow falſehood change ! 

K. Phil. By heaven, Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
Ie cixfe the fair proceedings of this day. 

Have I not pawn'd to you my maj 

Conſt. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Neſembling majeſty, which, touch d and try d, 
Proves valneleſs: you are forſworn, orn ; 
You came in arms to ſpill my enemies blood, 
But now in arms you it with your's. 
The rappling vigour, and rough frown of war, 

in amity and painted peace, 
r this 


Arm, *. aguinlt hd prrjur'd King, 


Ad 111. 


ar, war, no 
uſtria 


2 too, 


fun-ſet, 


What a fool art thou, 


| King Toba. 


f 
RES 
111 


— 


A widow cries, be huſband to me, Heav'n ! 


Let not the hours of this ungodly day 


To teach thee fafety ! thou art pe 


320 


JF 


pride and Rich- 


* Should be a precedent to fright you, Sir. 


place, 


is, that Auſ- 


, (which 


ought not 
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Cardinal 2 


Ack 111. 
foes. 
& | have, 
while. 
right. 
. And for mine too; when law can do no right, 


him 


power 
calve's-ſkin on his recreant limbs. 


's law and warrant, Lady 


Look to that, devil ! leſt that France repent, 


Your breeches beſt may carry them 


And hang a 
— Auſt. Well, ruffian, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 


hand. 


Jebn. Philip, what fay'ft thou to the 


„ Look'ſt thou pale, France? do not let go thy 


ft 


Con 
And, 
aulc 


Pand. There 
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Sc. 3. King Fobn. 

Conſt. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal? 

Lewis. Bethink you, father; for the difference 
Is purchaſe of a heavy curſe from Rome, 

Or the light loſs of England for a friend ; 
Foregs the eaſier. 

Blanch. That's the curſe of Rome. 

Conſt. Lewis, ſtand faſt; the devil tempts thee here 
In likeneſs of a new untrimmed bride *. | 
XK. Phil. lam perplex'd, and know not what to ſay. 
Pand. What can ſt thou ſay, but will perplex thee 


If thou ſtand excommunicate and curs'd ? 
K. Phil. Good Rev'rend Father, make my perſon 
©. - 
And tell me, how you would beſtow yourſelf. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 


t 
Blanch. The Lady Conſtance ſpeaks not from her faith ; 
But from her need. 


K. Joh 
Conſt. O, RC him, and anſwer _— 
Auſt. Do fo, King Philip; hang no more in dor | 
Faxlc. Hang nothing but a cabve's-chin, molt ſweet lout, 
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Se. 3. King Jobs. 323 
And mak ſt an oath the ſurety for thy truth; 
Againſt an oath the truth thou art unfure 
To ſwear: ſwear only not to be forſworn; 
Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be to ſwear ? 
But thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, 
And moſt forſworn, to keep what thou doſt ſwear, 
Therefore thy latter vows, againſt thy firſt, 
Is in thyſelf rebellion to thyſelf. | 
Ard better conqueſt never canit thou make, 
Than arm thy conſtant and thy nobler parts 
Againſt theſe giddy, looſe ſuggeſtions. : 
U pon which better part, our pray'rs come in, 
If thou vouchſafe them. Bur if not, then know, 
The peril of our curſes light on thee 
So — as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off; 
But, in deſpair, dic under their black weight. 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat rebellion. 
Faulc. Will 't not be? 
Will not a calve's-fkin ſtop dud of thine? 
” Lewis, Father, to arms. 
Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ? 
Againſt the blood that thou haſt married? | 
What, ſhall our feaft be kept with flaughter'd men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churliſ drums, 
Clamours of hell, be meaſures to our pomp ? 
O huſband, hear me; (ab ! alack, how new 
Is huiband in my mouth :); ev'n for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms * 
Againſt mine un 
Conſt. O, upon my knee, 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
"Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heav'n. 
Blanch. Now ſhall I ſee thy love; what motive may 
Be ſtronger with thee than the name of wife? 
Const. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His honour. * thine honour, Lewis, thine ho- 
nour ! 
Lewis, I muſe your Majeſty doth ſeem ſo cold, 
When ſuch profound reſpects do pull you on. 
Pand. | will denounce a curſe upon his head. 
Vor III. Ee , 
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26 King Fohn. Ad 171. 
K. Phil. Thou ſhalt not need. 0 
from thee. 
O fair return of baniſh'd Majeſty! 


Eli. O foul revolt of French inconftancy ! 
* J France, thou halt rue ths hour within this 


Faulr. Old Time the clock-fetter, that bald ſexton Time, 
Is it, as he will? well then, France ſhall rue. 

Blanch. The fun's o ercaſt with blood: fair day, adieu! 
Which is the fide that I muſt go withal ? 
T am with both, each army hath a hand, 


And in their rage, I having hold of both, 


They whirl aſunder, and diſmember me. 
Huſband, I cannot pray that thou may'ſt win: 
Uncle, I needs muſt pray that thou may ſt loſe: 
Father, I may not with the fortune thine ; 


Crain, 1 vill nee with the withes thaive. 
Whoever wins, on that fide ſhall I loſe; 


Aſſured loſs, before the match be play c. 
Lewis. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my forrune lives, there my life 


8 nen Faulconbridge, 
xit Fa | 
France, I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage, whoſe heat hath this condition, 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and deareſt-valu'd blood of France. 
K. Phil. Thy rage ſhall burn thee up, and thou ſhalt 
turn 
To aſhes, ere our blood ſhall quench that fire. 
Look to thyſelf, thou art in jeopardy. 
K. John. No more than he that threats. To arms 
let's hie. [ Exeunt. 


a> SCENE IV. Changes ts a field of battle. 


** excurſtiant. Enter Faulconbridge, with Au- 
ſttria ' bead, 


Faule. Now, by my life, this day grows s wond'rous 
Some fiery devil hovers in the ſky, 


[hot 
And pours down miſchief. Auſtria's head be bee 


— 


a 
| wo 


Sc. 5. King John. 327 
Thus hath King Richard's fon per form'd his vow, 

And offer'd Anitria's blood for ſacrifice 

Uato his father's ever-living ſoul. 


Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. 


X. John. There, Hubert, keep this . Richard., 
My mother is aſſailed in our tent, | [make up; 
And ta en, I fear. 

Faule. My Lord, I reſcu'd her. 

Her Highnefs is in ſafety, fear you not: 
But on, my Liege; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt. 
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Alarms, excur/ions, retreat. Re-enter King John, Elinor, 
Arthur, F aulconbridge, Hubert, and Lords. 


K. Fohn. 00 © 3 ſay behind 

[T2 Elinor. 
So ftrongly guarded. Couſin, look not ſad, 

[To Arthur. 
loves thee, and thy uncle will ED 
fie rar be wo thee. 2s thy farker wes, 

Arth. O! this will make my mother die with 
K. Fobn. Couſin, away for England; haſte bene, 
[To F ge. 
And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots; their impriſon'd angels 
Set thou at liberty: the fat ribs of peace 
Muſt by the hungry war be fed upon. 
Uſe our commiſſion in its vtmoſt force. 
Faule. Bell, book, and candle, ſhall not drive me 
When gold and filver beck me to come on. [back, 
I leave your Highneſs. Grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 
For your fair ſafety ; fo I kiſs your hand. 
Eli. Farewel, my gentle couſin. 
X. John. Coz, farewel. [Exit Faulc. 
Eli. Come hither, little kinſman;: hark, a word. 
[Taking him to one fide of the ſtags. 
K. John. [ts Hubert an, #. other = od 
Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much; within this wall of fleſk. 
E e 2 
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328 ig John. AA 111. 
There is a ſoul counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love. 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 
Give me thy hand, I had a thing to fay—— 
But I will fit it with ſome better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I'm almoſt atham'd 
To fay what good reſpect I have of thee. 
Hub. | am much bounden to your Majeſty. 
K. Jobu. Good friend, thou haſt no cauſe to fay fo 


| yet, 
But thou ſhalt have—and creep time ne'er ſo flow, 


Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. 
© I had a thing to ſay, but let it go: 


© The ſun is in the heav'n, and the proud day, 


* Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 
© Fs all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 


© To give me audience. If the midnighr-bell 


© Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 
Sound one unto the drowſy race of night; 
If this fame were a church-yard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thoufand wrongs ; 

© Or if that ſurly fpirit Melancholy 

Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy-thick, 
Which elſe runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that ideot Laughter keep mens eyes, 
And ſtrain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

© (A paſſion hateful to my purpoſes); 


Or if that thou couldſt ſee me without eyes, 


© Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of words; 
© Then, in deſpight of broad-ey'd watchful day, 


I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts. 


* But ah, I will not.'—Yer I love thee well; 


And, by my troth, I think thou lov'it me well. 


Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Tho” that my death were adjunct to my act, 
By heav'n I'd do't. os 

K. John. Do not I know thou would'ſt ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
Ou von young boy. I'll tell thee what, my friend, 


Sc. 6. King Fobn. $29 
He is a ſerpent in my way. 
And, —— 'er this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me. Doſt thou underſtand me:? 
Thou art his keeper. 
Hub. And I'll keep him fo, 
Th it he ſhall not offend your Majeſty. 
X. John, Death. 
Hub. My Lord ? 
K. John. A grave. 
Hub. He ſhall not live. 
K. Jabn. Enough. 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee 
Well, I'lI not fay what I intend for thee : 
Remember.—Madam, fare you well. 
[Returning to the Queen. 
F'lI ſend thoſe pow'rs o'er to your Majeſty. 
Eli. My bleſſing go with thee ! 
. Jas. For England, couſin, go. 
Hubert ſhall be your man, t' attend on you 
With all true duty; on toward Calais, ho! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Changes to the French court. 
. OS FERRIS, —— 


K. Pit. So, by a roaring tempeſt on the flood, 
A whole armado * of collected fa 


Is fcatter'd, and disjo:n'd from fellowſhip 
Pand. Courage and comfort, all wall yet go well, 
A. Phil. What can go well when we hve run ſo ill 2. 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers lot ? 
Arthur ta'en pris'ner ? divers dear friends flain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'er- bearing interruption, ſpite of France? 
Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he fortify' d:: 
So hot a ſpeed with ſuch advice diſpos'd, 
Such temp' rate order in ſo fierce a courſe, 
Doth want example; who hath read or heard. 
Of any kindred action like to this? 


at This play was firſt repreſented a winter or two after the Spa- 
niſh invaſion in 13588. And it abounds with touches relative to rhe. 
chen poſture os affairs. 
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King Jobn. . Ater. 


70 
K. Phil. Wen could 1 bear that England had this 
So we could find ſome pattern of our ſhame. 


Enter Conſtance. 


Look, who comes here ? a prave unto a ſoul, 
Holding th' eternal ſpirit 'gaiaft her will 
In the vile priſon of afſſicted breath. 
I pr'ythee, Ladv, go away with me. 

Canſt. Lo, now, now ſee the iſſue of your peace. 
K. Phil. Patience, good Lady; comfort, gentle Con- 


C:nft. No, I defy all counſel and redreſs, 
But that which ends all counſel, true redreſs, 


Death, Death; oh amiable, lovely Death! 


"Thou — ſtench, ſound 1 
Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting night, 
Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 
And I will kiſs thy deteſtable bones; 
And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows ; 
And ring theſe fingers with thy houthold-worms ; 5 
And ſtop this gap * breath with fulſome duſt, 
And be a carrion monſter like thyſelf; 
Come, grin on me, and I will think thou ſmil ſt, 
And kiſs thee as thy wife; miſery's love, 
© come to me ! 
K. Phil. O fair afllition, peace. | 
Conſt. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry; 
O that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ! 
Then with a pamon I would ſhake the world, 
And rouſe from cep that fell anatomy, 
Which cannot hear a lady's fecble voices 
Amd fcorns a modern invocation. 
Pand. Lady, you utter madneſs, and not ſorrow. 
C:nft. Thou art not holy to bely me ſo; 
am not mad; this hair I tear is mine; 
My name is Conſtance, I was Geffrey's wife: 
Toung Arthur is my fon, and he is loſt ! 
E am not mad; I would to heaven I were! 


Fur chen is like I ſhould forget myſelf. 


Sc. 6. King John. 331 
Oh, if I could, what grief ſhould I forget! * 

I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 

The diff rent plague of each calamity. + 

And, Father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay, 
That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in licav'a; 
If that be, I ſhall ſee my boy again. 

For fince the birth of Cain, the firſt male child, 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 

There was not ſuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker forrow eat my bud, 

And chaſe the native beauty from his cheek ; 

And he will look as hollow as a ghoſt; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 

And ſo he'll die: and, riſing fo again, 
When I ſhall meet him in the court of heav'n, 

I ſhall not know him; therefore never, __ 
Mult 1 bobabd my Arthur more. 


Pand. You hold to heinous «rept of gi: 


9 ſhould I 
92 — ©. 
And thou ſhalt be canoniz'd, Cardinal. 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reafonable part produces reaſon 
How I may be dcliver'd of theſe woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myſelf. 
If I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſon, 
ene 
Lam not mad, Cc. 


each calamity. 
K. Phil. Bind up thoſe treſſes. n 
In the fair multitude of thoſe her hairs; 
| Where but by chance a ſilver drop hath falln, 
Ev'n to that drop ten thouſand wiery friends 
Do glew themſelves in fociable 
Like true, inſeparable, — al 
Sticking together in calamity. 
Conſt. To England, if you Will, — 
X. Phil. Bind up your hairs. | 
Cunſt. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it? 
1 tore them from their bonds, and cry'd aloud, 
O, that theie hands eien my fon, 
As they have giv'n theſe hairs their liberty! 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their bonds; 
Becauſe my poor child is a priſoner. | 
And, Father Cardinal, Ec. f 4 
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I will not keep this form upon my head, 


| 'Tis ftrange to think how much King John hath loſt. 


332 | King John. Ad ore, 
Conſt. He talks to me that never had a fon, _— 
K. Phil. You are as fond of grief as of your child, 
Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abſent child; 

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts; 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 

Then have [I reaſon to be fond of grief. 

Fare you well; had you fuch a lofs as I. 

J could give better comfort than you da. 


„ . oc fo as 


[ Tearing I her bead-cloaths. 
When there is ſuch diſorder in my wit. 


O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair fon ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow-comfort, and my forrow's cure ! [ Exit. 

K. Phil. — and I'll follow her. [ £xiz. 


SCE HN EE VE 


Lewis. There's nothing in this world can make me. 


joy; 
Life is as tedious as a twice - told tale, 


Vexing the dull ear of a drowſy man.” 


A bitter ſhame hath ſpailt the ſweet world's taſte, 


That it yields nought but ſhame and bitterneſs. 
Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong diſeaſe, 

Ev'n in the inftant of repair and health, * 

The fit is ſtrongeſt: — — 

On their departure, molt of all ſhew evil. 

What have you loſt by loſing of this day? 
Lewis. All days of glory, joy, and happineſs. 
Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had. 


No, no; when Fortune means to men moſt good, 


She looks upon them with a threar'ning eye. 


In this, which he accounts fo 


won. 


Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his priſoner ? 


Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me ſpeak with a tic ſpirit; 

For ev'n the breath of what I mean to ſpeak 


Shall blow cach duſt, each kau, each luke ruby. 


Se. 7. King Jobn. 333 
” Out of the path which ſhall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne : — therefore mark. 
John hach ſeiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be | 
That whilſt warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
The miſplac'd®John ſhould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reſt. 
A ſceptre ſnarch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muſt be as boift'rouſly maintain'd as gain'd. 
And he that ſtands upon a ſlipp'ry place, 
* Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up.” 
That John may ſtand, then Arthur needs mult fall; 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 
* Lewis. But what ſhall I gain by young Arthur's fall? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 
Lewis. And loſe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green you are, and freſb in this ol 


John lays you plots ; the times conſpire with yu; 
For he . ſteeps his ſafety in true blood, 
* Shall ſind but bloody ſafety and untrue. 
« This act, — 2 ſhall cool the hearts 
« Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
2 That no fo fall — 9 — 
* To check his reign, but they will cheriſh it. 
No nat'ral exhalation in the ſſcy, 
No 'ſcape of nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
& No common wind, no cuſtomed event, 
«© But they will pluck away its nat' ral cauſe, 
« And call them meteors,. prodigies, and figns, 
« Abortives, and prefages, tongues of heav'a 
% Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.“ | 
Lewis, _ be he will not touch young Arthur's 


But hold himſelf fafe in his priſonment. | 
Pand. O Sir, when he ſhall hear of your approach, 
Ff that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Ev'n at this news he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his people ſhall revolt from him, 
And kiſs the lips of unacquainted change; 
And pick ſtrong matter of revolt and wrath, 
Out of the bloody ſingers' ends of John. 


92 „ 


Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphin, 


334 Ring Fobn. Act tv. 
Moethinks I fee this hurly all on foot; 

And O, what better matter breeds for you 

Than I have nam' d! The baſtard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ranſacking the church; 
Offending charity. If but twelve French 

Were there in arms, they would be as a call 

To train ten thouſand Engliii to their fide 

Or, as a little ſnow, tumbled about, 


Go with me to the king: tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent. 
Now that their fouls are top-full of offence, 
For England go; I will whet on the King. | 
Lewis. Strong reaſon makes ſtrong ations : let us go; 
If you fay 4y, the King will not fay No. [Exeunt. 


aCT If. SCENE I. 
Changes to England. 
Enter Hubert and £xecutioners. 
Hub. T YEat me theſe irons hot, and look thou ſtand 
Within the arras; en I ſtrike my foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground, u forth; | 
And bind the boy which you d with me, 
Faſt to the chair: be hcect: : 112002, and watch. 
Exe. I hope your warrant will b{4r out rhe deed, 
Hub. Uncleanly feruples ! feur not you; lock to't. 


Young lad, come forth; I have to fay with you. 


| Enter Arthur. 

Arth. Good-morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. : 
Aritb. As litile prince (having fo great a title 
To- be more prince) as may be. You are fad. 

Hub. Indeed I have been merrier. 

Arth. Mercy en me ! 15 
Methinks no body ſhould be ſad but I; . 

Yet [ remember when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as fad as night, 


Sc. 1 King Jon. 335 
Only * wantonneſs. By my chriſtendom. 
7 ap Aon rn of priſon, and kept ſheep, 
I ſhould be as merry as the day is long. 
And fo I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practiſcs more harm to me. 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's fon ? 
Indeed it is not; and I would to heav'n 
I were your fon, fo you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead; 
Therefore I will be ſudden and diſpaten. [Aſde. 
Arth. Are you ſick, Hubert ! you look pale to-day; 
In ſooth I wou'd you were a little fick, 
That I might fit all night and watch with you. 
Alas, I love you more than you do me. 
L frog 
ead here, young Arthur [ Shewing a * 
How now, fooliſh rheum, he 7 
Turning diſ- piteous nature out of door! 
I muſt be brief, leſt refolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womaniſh tears. 
Can you not read it? is it not fair writ ? 
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul effect. 
Muſt you with irons burn out both mine eyes ? 
Aub. Young boy, I muſt. 
Arth. And will you ? 


Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart ? Wikio wwe deadline - 
T knit my handkerchief about your brows ; [ake, 
The beft I had, a princeſs wrought it me, 

And I did never aſk it you again; 


And with my hand at midnight held your head; 

And, like the watchful minutcs to the hour, 

Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 

Saying, What lack you? and, Where lies your gag? 
Or, What good love may © perform for you ? | 
Many a poor man's fon would have lain ſtill, 

And ne er have ſpoke a loving word to you; 

But you at your ſick ſervice had a prince. 

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 


And call it cunning. Do, ** * 


226 Eng Jobs. AA rv. 


If Hear'n be pleas'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why then, you mult 
Theſe eyes that never did, nor never 
So much as frown on you. 
Hub. I've ſworn to do it; 
And with hot irons muſt I burn them out. 
Arth. Oh! if an angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me, Hubert ſnould put out mine eyes, 


I would not have believ'd a tongue bate F Hubert. 


Hub, Come forth; do as I bid you. 


 [EStamps, ad the men enter. 
Arth. O Cre me, Hubert, fave m2! my eyes are ont, 


Ex'n with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men. 
[{ub. Give me the iron, I fav, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas! what need you be fo boiſt' rous-rough ? 

T will not ſtruggle, E will ſtand ſtone-ſtill. 


For Heav'n's fake, Hubert, let me not be bound. 


Nay, hear me, Hubert; drive theſe men away, 
And I will ft as quiet as a lamb. 
J will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and III forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to, 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him. 
Exe. I am beſt pleas d to be from ſuch a deed. 


[ Exenat. 


Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend ; 
He bath a ſtern look, but a gentle heart; 
Let kim come back, that his compaiſion may 
Give life to your's. 


Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourſelf. 
Artb. Is there no · remedy d 


Hub. None, but to loſe your eyes. 


i burn them out. | 

Arth. Ah, none but in this iron ag would dit. 
The iron of itfelf, though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near theſe eyes, would dlink my ears, 
And duench its fic ry indi; gnation, 
Even in the matter of mine innoecence: 
Nay, after that, conſume away in ruſt, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 5 
Are you more {tubbor--hard than haunmer'd iron? 
Oh! if an augel, Cc. 


t i. e. abate or diiperage. 


Will you * out mine eyes? 
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6 1 King John. 337 


Arth. OHew'n ! that there were but a moth in your's, | 


A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wand ring hair, 


7 
is no malice in this burning coal; 
breath of Heav'n hath blows its ſpirit out, 
ftrew'd repentant aſhes on its head. 
eren. 
Arth. All things that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office; only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uſes. 
Hub. Well, fee to live; I will not touch thine eye, 
For all the treaſure that thine uncle owns : 
Let am I ſworn; and I did purpoſe, boy, 
With this ſame very iron to burn them out. 
Arth. O, now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were diſguiſed. 
Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu! 


* 
Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 
Let me not hold, &c. 
+ ———— 1 can revive it, boy. | 
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it bluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it, perchance, will ſparkle in your eyes; 
And, like a dog that is compell'd to fight, 


t. 


Snatch at his maſter that doth tarre him on. 
All chings, &c. | 
Vor. III. Ff 
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Jour uncle muſt not know but you are dead. 
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338 Ring Fobn. A& iv. 


T'll fill theſe dogged ſpies with falſe reports : 
And, pretty child, flee doubtleſs, and ſecure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 
Arth. O Heav'n! I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence, no more; go cloſely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thce, LExeurt. 


SCENE u. 
Changes ta the court of England. 
Enter King John, Pembroke, Saliſbury, and atler Lordi. 


X. Jobn. Here once again we fit, once again crown'd, 
And look d upon, I hope, with chearful eyes, 


Pemb. This once again, but that your Highneſs 


pleas'd, 

Was once ſuperfluous. You were crown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off: 
The faiths of men nc'er ſtained with revolt : 
Freſh expectation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or better ſtate. 

Sal. Thereiore to be poſſeſs d with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before; 
& To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
« To throw a perfume on the violet, 
& To ſmooth the ice, or add another hue 
«© Uato the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To ſeek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garniſh,” 
Is waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 
_ Pemb. But that your Royal pleaſure muſt be done, 


This act is as an ancient tale new told, 


And in the laſt repeating trouble ſome; 
Being urged at a tire unſeafonable. 

Sal. © In this the antique and well-noted face 
« Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
&« And, like a ſhifted wind unto a fail, 
« Tt makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about; 
« Startles and frights confid-ration ; 3 
«© Makes ſound opinion ſick, and truth ſuſpected, 
For putting on fo new a fathion'd robe,” 
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Pemb. When workmen ſtrive to do better than well, 
They do confound their f:il in cov etouſneſs ; 

And oſtentimes excuſing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worſe by the excuſe : 
As patches ſet upon a little breach, 
Diſcredit more in hiding of the flaw, 
Than did the flaw before it was fo patch'd. 

Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown'd, 
We breath'd our counſel ; but it pleas'd your Hi "2 
To overbear it; and we're all well pleis'd ; 

Since all and every part of what we would, 
Muſt make a ftand at what your Righnefs will. 

X. Jahn. Some reaſons of this double coronation 
I have poſſeſs d you with, and think them ſtrong; 

And more, more ftrong (the leſſer is my fear) 

I ſhall endue you with: mean time, but ak 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well, 

And well ſnall you perceive how willingly 

J will both hear and grant you your requeſts. 

Pemb. Then I, as one that am the tongue of theſe, 

To found + the purpoſes of all their hearts, 

(Both for myſelf and them; but chief of all, 

Your fafety ; for the which, myſclf and they 

Bend their beſt ſtudies), heartily requeſt 

Th' infranchiſement of Arthur; whoſe reſtraint 

Doth move the murm'ring lips of diſcontent 

To break into this dang'rous argument. 

If what in reſt you have, in right you hold, | 
Why ſhou'd your fears (which, as they fay, attend 
The fteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to choke his days | 
With barb'rous ignorance, and deny his youth | 
_ The rich advantage of good exerciſe ? | 
That the time's enemies may not have this | 
To grace occaſions, let it be our ſuir, '] 
That you have bid us aſk his liberty; 

Which for our good we do no further aſk, 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 

Counts it your weal, that he have liberty. 


i. e. coveting to reach a higher excellence. 
_ + 5. e. ſound forth, er declare. 
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Before the child himſelf felt he was fick. 
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Enter Hubert. 


X. John. Let it be ſo; I do commit his youth 
To your direftion. Hubert, what news with you? 
[The King goes. aſide with Hubert. 
Pemb, This is the man ſhould do the bloody deed: 
He ſhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine, 


The image of a wicked heinous fault 


4 that cloſe aſpect of his 

Does ſhew the mood of a much-troubled breaft, 

And I do fcarfully believe tis done, | 

What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do. . 
Sal. The colour of the King doth come and ga, 

Petween his purpoſe and his conſcience, 


Like heralds twixt two dreadful battles fent : 


His paſſion is fo ripe it needs muſt break. 

Pemb. Cod whe & dens I fear, will iſſue thence 
The foul corruption of a ſweet child's death, 

K. John. We cannot hold Mortality's ſtrong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will to give is living, 
The ſuit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night. 

Sal. Indeed we fear'd his ſickneſs was paſt cure. 

Pemb. Indeed we heard how near his death he was, 


This muſt be anſwer d either here or hence. 


X. John. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn brows on me? 


Think you I bear the ſhears of deſtiny ? 

Have I commandment on the pulſe of life ? 
Sal. It is apparent foul play, and 'ris ſhame 

That greatneſs ſhould fo groſsly offer it: 

So thrive it in your game, and fo farewel ! 
Pemb. Stay yet, Lord Saliſbury, I'll go with thee, 

And find 4 of this poor child, 

His little kingdom of a forced grave. 

That blood which own'd the breadth of all this iſle, 

Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while! 

This muſt not be thus borne; this will break out 


To all our forrows, and ere long, I doubt. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Enter a Meſſenger. 
K. Jahn. They burn in indignation; I repent, 


of, 


Pour down thy weather. How goes all in France ? 


Is ſtopt with duſt : the firſt of April dy'd 


Under whoſe conduct came thoſe powers of F 
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There is no ſure foundation ſet on blood; 

No certain life atchiev'd by others” death [Afide. 
A fearful eye thou haſt ; where is that blood, 


[T2 the Meſſenger. 
That I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe checks? * 


So foul a ſky clears not without a ftorm ; 


ef. From France to England never ſuch a power, 
For any foreign preparation, 

Was levy'd in the body cf a land. 

The copy of your ſpeed is learn'd by them: 

For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 

The tidings come that they are all arriv'd, 

X. Jabu. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk? 
Where hath it ſlept? where is my mother's care? 
That fuch an army ſhould be drawn in France, 

And ſhe not hear of it ? 

Me. My Liege, her ear 


Your noble mother; and, as I hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Conſtance in a frenzy ad 
Three days before: but this from rumour's tongue 
I idlely . if true or falſe, I know not. 
A. John. Wich- kold thy ſpecd, dreadful occaſion! 
O make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My diſcontented peers. What! mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my eſtate in France? 


That thou for truth giv'ft out are landed here? 
Mel. Under the Dauphin, 


Enter Faulconbridge, and Peter of Pomfret, 


R. Jahn. Thou haſt made me giddy 
Wich theſe ill ridings. Now, what ſays the world 
To your proceedings ? Do not ſeck to ſtuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 
Faulc, But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 
Then let the worſt unhcard fall on your head, 
K. John. Bear with me, couſin; for I was amaz'd 
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 


To any tongue, — 
3 | 


: For I muſt uſe thee —O my 


3 
$ 
of 
5 
: 
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Faule. How I have among the clergymen, 
"7. aw 1 eee 
But as I travell'd hither through the land, 
I find the people ſtrangely fantaſied; 
Poffcis'd with rumours, full of idle dreams; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
And here's a et that I brought with me 
From forth the ſtreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels : 
To whom he fung in rude harſh-ſounding rhimes, 
That ere the next Aſcenſion day at noon, 
Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your crown. 


X. Jobu. Thou idledreamer, where fore did” thou fo? 


Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out fo. 
X. Joon. Hubert, away with him, impriſon . 
And on that day at noon whereon he ſays 
I ſhall yield up my crown, let him be hang d. 
Deliver him to ſafety, and return, 


gentle couſin, 
T Exit Hubert, with Peter. 
Hear'ſt thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd ? 


 Faulc. The French, my Lord; mens mouths are full 
Beſides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Saliſbury, [of ut. 


With eyes as red as new-eukindled fire, 
And others more, TS. 


Of Arthur, who, they fay, is kil'd to-night 


On your ſuggeſtion 
K. Tabu. Gentle kinſman, go 
And thruſt thyſelf into their company. 
I have a way to win their loves again: 
Bring them before me. 
Tank. I will ſeek them out. 
K. John. Nay, but make haſte: the better foot before. 


O, let me have no ſubject enemies, 


When adverſe foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of ſtout invaſion. 
Be Mercury, fct feathers to thy heels; 


And fly, like thought, from - i to me again. 
Faule. The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed. 
LZ xi. 


X. Fobn. Spoke like a ſprightful noble gentleman. 
Co after him; for he perhaps thall need 


SS ca. & 


. 


Standing on 


Hub. My Lord, they fay five moons were ſeen to- 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about [aight; 
The other four in wond”rous motion. | 

X. John. Five moons ? 


Hub. Oh men and! —— in the ſtreets, 


oung 
* And when they talk of him, toy fake their head, 
And whiſper one another in the ear. 
And he that ſpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 
* Whilſt he that hears makes fearful action 


__ © With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 


I faw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, thus, 
ob} mn por! nr arg | 
* With open mouth ſwallowing a tailor's news ; 
* Who with his ſhears and meafure in his hand, 
which his nimble haſte 
Had falſely thruſt upon contrary fees 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French 
* Yin was ed ad 68 bo Kone. 
© Another lean, unwaſh'd artificer, ' 
© Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death.” 

X. Jabn. Why ſeck'ft thou to poſſeſs me with theſe 
Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's death? fears? 
Thy hand hath murder d him: I had a cauſe 


” — — 4 -——_—— — 


Te wiſh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill kim. 


Hub. Had none, my Lord ? why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 
X. Jebn. © It is the curſe of Kings, to be attended 
& By flaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
* To break into the bloody houſe of life: 
% And, on the winking of authority, 
To underſtand a law; to know the meaning 


* This plainly hints at Davidſon's caſe, in the affair of Mary 


Queen of Scots; and ſo muſt have been inſerted after the 
22 & mut aſerted long | 


od. _— 
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« Of dang'rous majeſty; when, perchance, it frowns 

£* More upon humour, than advis d reſpect.” 

Hub. Here is voor dad ind fol fin wes T6. 

K. John, Oh, when the laſt account twixt heav'n 
and earch 


Is to be made, then ſhall this hand and ſeal 


Witneſs againft us to damnation. 
« How oft the ſight of means to do ill deeds, 
% Makes deeds ill done? for hadſt not thou been by, 
« A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 
« Quoted, and ſign'd to do a deed of ſhame, 
« This murther had not come into my mind.“ 
But taking note of thy ablorr'd aſpect, 
Finding tace fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, hable to be employ'd i in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death. 
And thou, to be endeared to a King, 
Mad'ſt it no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince, 
Hub. My Lord 
K. Jahn. Hadit thou but ſhook thy head, or made a 
&© When l ſpake darkly what I purpoſed; [pauſe, 
« Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 
« Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words; 
7 me dumb, made me break 


And thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in 
But thou didſt as Par ot me by my ſigns, [me,”? 
And didſt in ſigns again parley with fin ; 
Yea, without itop, didit let thy heart — 


* 


And conſequently thy rude hand to act 


The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 
Out of my fight, and never fee me more! 

My Nobles leave me, and my ſtate is brav'd, 

Ev'n at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow'rs ; 
Nay, in the body of this fleſhly land, 

This kingdom, chis confine of blood and breath, 
Hoſtility and civil tumult reigns, 

Betveen my conſcience, and my couſin's death, 
Aub. Arm you againſt your other enemies, 


I'll make a peace between your foul and you. 


Young Arthur is alive : this hand of mine 


Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, th 


_— FYy” oO” RS” © 8 Y 


And you have ſlander d nature in my form; 


Which, howſoever rude exteriorly, 


Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 
'Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 
X. John. Doth Arthur live ? O hafte thee to the Peers, 


Enter Arthur oz the walls diſguit d. 
Arib. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
pitiful, and hurt me not | 


my : 
Heav'n take my foul, ——— . 
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Big:t. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 
Sal. Or rather then ſet forward, for "twill be 
Two long days“ journey, Lords, or er we meet. 
Enter Faulconbridge. 
Faule. Once more to-day well met, diſtemper'd Lords; 
The King by me requeſts your preſence ſtrait. 
Sal. The King hath diſpoſſeſs' d himſelf of us; 
We will not line his thin, beſtained cloak 
With our pure honours : nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-e er it walks. 


| Return, and tell him ſo: we know the worſt. 


Faulc. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, 
were b 
Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reaſon now. 
Faulc. But there is little reaſon in your grief; 
Therefore twere reaſon you had manners now. 
Pemb. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege. 
Faulc. Tis true, to hurt its maſter, no man elſe. 
Sal. This is the priſon: what is he lics here? 
[ Seeing Arthur. 
Pemb, O Death, made proud with pure and princely 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. [beauty ! 
Sal. Murder, as hating what himfelf hath done, 
 Bigzt. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the 


Found it too precious princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think, 
Or do you almoſt think, although you ſee, 
What you do fee ? could thought, without this object, 
Form ſuch another? Tis the very top, 
The height, the creſt, or creſt unto the creſt 

Of Murder's arms; this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 

The wildeſt ſavag' ry, the vileſt ſtroke, 

That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ſtaring rage, 

Preſented to the tears of ſoft remorſe. 

Pemb. All murders paſt do ſtand excus'd in this; 
And this ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, | 
Shall give a holineſs, a purity, 

To the yet · unbegotten fins of time; | 
ed but a jeft, 
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Exampled by this heinous ſpectacle. 

Faulc. oy ——— 54.75 
The graceleſs action of a heavy hand; 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand? 
We had a kind of light, what would evfue, 
It is the ſhameful work of Hubert's hand, 
The practice and the purpoſe of the King: 
From whoſe obedience I forbid my foul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of fweet lite, 
And breathing to this breathleſs excellence 
The incenſe of a vow, a holy vow ! 
Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 


Never to be infected with delight, 


Nor converſant with eaſe and idlenefs, 
Till I have ſet a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worſhip of revenge. 
— $Our fouls religiouſly confirm thy words. 


SCENE. VI. Enmter Hubert. 


Hub. Lords, I am hot with haſte in ſeckirg you; 
Arthur doth live, the King hath ſent for you. 
Sal. Oh, he is bold, and bluſhes not at death; 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 
Hub. I am no villain. 
Sat. Muſt I rob the law? [ Drawing his fword, 
Faule. Your ſword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 
Sal. Not till I ſheath it in a murdercr's ſkin. 
Hub. Stand back, Lord Saliſbury, ſtand back, [ ſay; 
By Heav'n, I think my ſword's as ſharp as your's. 
I would not have you, Lord, forget yourſelf, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Leſt I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatneſs, and nobility. 
Bigot. mh dunghill ! dar'f thou brave a Nobleman? 
Hub. Not for my life; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againſt ; an Emperor, 
Sal. Thou art a murd'rer. 
Hub. Do not prove me ſo; 
Yet I am none. Whoſe tongue foc'er ſpeaks falſe, 
Not truly ſpeaks; who ſpeaks not truly, lyes. 


's loſs. 
his eyes, 


Nr ian wall; | 
I henene's kim, I lov'd him, and will 


date of life out, for his ſweet life 


11 
— 


Sal. 
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My 


Truſt 
Vigor. Away tow'rd Bury, to the Dauphin there. 


Pemb. There, tell the King, he may inquire us out. 


[Exeunt Lords. 


That ever ſpider twiſted from her womb, 

Will ftrangle thee ; a ruſh will be a beam 

To hang thee on: or would'ſt thou drowa thyſelf, 
Put but a little water in a ſpoon, 

And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 

Enough to ftifle ſuch a villain up. 

I do ſufpect thee very grievouſly. 

Hub. If L in act, conſent, or fin of thought, 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet breath, 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 

I left him well. 

Faule. Go, bear him in thine arms. 


I am amaz'd, methinks, and loſe my 


way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How eafy doſt chou take all England up! 
From forth this morſel of dead royalty, 
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heav n; and Englard now is left 
To tug and ſcramble, and to part by th” teeth 
The un-owed intereſt of proud-ſwelling ſtate. 
Now for the bare-pick'd bone of Majeſty, 
Doth dogged War briftle his angry creſt, 
And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of Peace. 
Now pow'rs from home and diſcontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vaſt confuſion waits 
(As doth a raven on a flick, falPn beaſt) 
The imminent decay of wreſted pomp. 
Now happy he whofe cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempeſt. Bear away the child, 
And follow me with ſpeed ; I'll to the King; 
A thouſand buſineſſes are brief at hand, 
And heav'n itfelf doth frown upon the land. 


[Exerat. 


35⁰ King Fein. Adv. 
ACT . e n 1 
| The crert of E gland . | 
Enter King John, Pandulph, and 2ttendants. 


K. Jan. Hus I have yielded up into hand 
, 1 The circle of my * iſ 
[Giving the crown, 
Pand. Take again 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your ſovereign greatneſs and authority. 
K. John. Now keep your holy word; go meet the 
—⁵ꝰ—  * | | 
And from his Holineſs ufe all your power 
To ftop the marches 'fore we are inflam'd. 
Orr vifcontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrcl with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of ſoul, 
To ſtrarger blood, to foreign royalty; 
This irendation of miſtemper'd humour 
Kefts by you only to be qualify'd. | 
Tken pauſe net; for the preſent time's fo ſick, 
That preſent medicine mutt be miniſtred, 
Or overthrow incurable enſues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempeſt up, 
Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the Pope: | 8 
But — you are a gentle convertite, 

My tongue ſtall huſh again this ſtorm of war; 

And make fair weather in ycur bluſt'ring land. 

Cn this Aſcenſion-day, remember well, | | | 
Upon your cath of fervice to the Pope, 


Go I to make the French lay down their arms. [ Zxze. 
K. 7oba, Is this Aſcenſior - day? did not the prophet | 
Sx, that before .itcenfion-day at noon | 


My crown 1 ſhovid give off? Even fo I have. 
I did fuppote it ſhould be on conſtraint ; 
But, heav'n be thank d, it is but voluntary. 
Eater Faulconbrid ge. 


Faule. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there TER 
But Dover caſcle: London hath recciv'd, holds 


- 
8 
I 
1 
4 
06 


Se. 1. Kine 7:bn. 251 

Like a kind hoſt, the Dauphin and his powers. 

Your nobles will nat hear you, but are gone 

To off-r ſervice to your enemy; 

And wild amazement hut rics up and down 

The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. abu. Would not my Lords return to me again, 

After they heard voung Arthur was alive? 

Faulc. They found hiu dead, and caſt into the 
ſtreets, 

An empty caftet, where the jewel, life, 

E; fome dama'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 
K. Jabu. That villin Hubert told me he did lire. 
Faulc. So on my tout he did, for aught he knew. 

Put wherefore do zu droop ? why look you iad ? 

Be great in at, as you have boca i in thought: 

has not the world fee fear and lad diſtruit 

Govern the motion of a kiagly eye : 

Be ſtirring as the time; be fire with fre ; 

Threaten te threat' ns. and oviface the brow 

Cf bragging horror: fo ſhall inferior eyes, 

borrow their behaviours from the great, 

Grow great by your example, and put on 

The dauntleſs fpirit of reſolution. 

Away, and pliſter like the god of war, 

When he intendeth to become the field; 

She boldneſs and afpiring conſidence. 

What, ſhall they feek the lion in his den, 

And fright him Nang) and make him tremble there ? 

Oh, let it not be ſaid! Forage, and run 

To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doors; 

And grapple with him ere he come fo nigh. 

K. Fohn. The Legate of the Pope hath been with me, 

And I have made a happy peace with him; 

And he hath promwis'd to diſmiſs the powers 

Led by the Dauphin. 

Faule. Oh inglorious 

Shall we, upon a footing 5. our land, 

Send fair-piay-orders, and make corapromile, 

Inſinuation, parley, and baſe TS” 

To arms invafive ? ſhall a beardlefs boy, 

A cocker'd, ſilken wanton brave our fields, 

And flelh his ſpirit in a warlike ſoil, 

| G g2 
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And find no check? Let us, my Liege, to arms: 


Perchance the Cardinal can't make your peace; 


Or if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid, 

They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence. 
K. John. Have thou the ord'ring of this preſent time. 
Faulc. Away then, with good courage; yet I know 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt. 


SCENE UH. Changes to the Dauptin's camp. 


* 


Enter, in arms, Lewis, Saliſbury, Melun, Pembroke, 


Bigot, and Soldiers. 
Lewis. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out, 


And keep it ſafe for our remembrance : 


Return the preſident to theſe Lords again, 
'That having our fair order written down, 


That, for the health and phyfic of our right, 


We cannot deal but with the very hand 
w 


Of ftern injuſtice, and confuſed wrong. 5 
And is 't not pity, oh, my grieved friends! 

That we the fors and children of this iſle, 
Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this, 
Wherein we ſtep after a ſtranger- march 

Upoa her gentle boſom, and fill up : 
Her caenues ranks ? (I muſt withdraw and weep 
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Upon the ſpot of this enforced cauſe); 

To grace the gentry of a land , 

And follow unacquainted colours here ? 

What, here? O nation, that thou could'ſt remove! 

That Neprune's arms, who clippeth thee abont, 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyſelf, 

And grapple thee unto a Pagan ſhore ! 

Where theſe two Chriſtian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of league, 

And not to fpend it fo unneighbourly. | 

Luis. A noble temper doſt thou Hew in this; 
And great affection, wreſtling in thy boſom, 

Doth make an earthquake of nobility. 

Oh, what a noble combat haſt thou fought, 

Between compulſion, and a brare reſpect ! 

Let me wipe off this honcurable dew, 

That flverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks, 

„My heart hath melted at a lady's tcars, 

„ Being an ordinary inundation : 

«« But this effuſion of ſuch manly drops, 

« This ſhow'r blown up by tempeſt of the foul, 

« Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz* 

Than had J feen the vaulty top of heav'n 

Figur d quite o'er with burning meteors.” 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Saliſbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this ſtorm. 

« Commend theſe waters to thoſe baby-eyes, 

& Taat never faw the giant world enrag'd; 

& Nor met with fortune, other than at 1 ale, 

« Full warm of blood, of mirth, of coflipping.” 

Come, come; for thou ſhalt thruſt thy han as * 

Into the purfe of rich proſperity, 

As Lewis himſelf ; fo, Nobles, call you all, 
That knit your ſinews to the ſrength of mine. 


SCENE II. Enter Pandulyh, 


And even there methinks an angel ſpeeds; 

Lock where the holy Legate comes apace, 

To give us warrant from the hand of heav'n, 

And oa our actions ſet the name of ri lut 

Wich holy breath. 

Paid. Eall, Noble Prince of France ! 
633 
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The next is this. King John hath reconciFd 
Himſelf to Rome; 2 
That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy church, 
The great metropolis and fee of Rome. 
Therefore thy threat'ning colours now wind up, 
And tame the favage fpirft of wild War; 
That, like a lion eker d up at hand, 
It may lie gently at the foot of — 
And be no further harmful than in ſhew. 
Lewis. Your Grace ſhall pardon me, I will not back. 
I am too high-born to be propertied, 
To be a ſecondary at controul ; 
Or uſeful ferving-man, and inſtrument, | 
To any fovereign ſtate throughout the world. 
Your breath firf kindled the dead coal of war, 
Between this chaſtis d kingdom and myſelf, 
And brought in matter that ſhould feed this ſire. 
And now tis far too huge to be blown out, 
With that fame weak wind which inkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with int'reſt to this land 
Yea, thruſt this enterpriſe into my heart, 
And come you now to te!l me John hath made 
His peace with Rome? what is that peace to me? 
T, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine. 
And now it is half-conquer'd, muſt I back, 
Becauſe that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Reme's ſlave ? what penny hath Rome * 
What racn provided, what munition 
To underprop this action? Is 't not I 
That undergo this charge? who elſe but I, 
And ſuch as to my claim are liable, 
Sweat in this bufineſs, and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard theſe iſlanders ſhout out, 
Fice le Ray as I have bank'd their towns ? 
Have I rot here the beſt cards for the game, 
To win this eafy match, play'd for a crown ? ? 
And ſhall I now give o'er the yielded fer ? 
No, on my fout, it never ſhall be faid. 
Pard. You look but on the outlide of this work. 
Lait. Quiſide or infec, I will not return, + 


355 


Before | drew this gallant head of war, 
And cull'd theſe fiery ſpirits from the world, 
To outlook conqueſt, and to win renown 
Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. 


[ Trumpet ſounds, 


What luſty trumpet thus doth ſummon us? 


SCENE IV. Enter Faulconbridge. 
Faule. According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience. Fam ſent to ſpeak, 
My holy Lord of Milain, from the King. 
I come to learn how you have dealt for him; 
And, as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 
Pand. The Dauphin is too wiltul-oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my intreaties. 
He flatly fays he'll not lay down his arms. 
Faulc. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd, 
The youth ſays well. Now hear our Englith King ; 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeak in me. 
He is prepar'd; and reafon too he ſhould. 
This apiſh and unmannerly approach, 
This harneſs'd maſk, and unadviſed revel, 
This unhaird fancineſs and boyiſh troops, 
The King doth ſmile at; and is well prepar d 
To whip this dwarkih war, theſe pigmy-arms, 
From out the circle of kis territorics. 
That hand which had the ſtrength, ev'n at your door, 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells; 
To crouch in litter of yaur ſtable- planks; 
To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in cheſts and trunks; 
To herd with ſwine; to feck ſweet ſafety out, 
In vaults and priſons ; and to thrill, and ſhake, 
Ev'n at the crying of our nation's crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Engliſhman: 
Shall that victoricus hand be feebled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chaſtiſement ? 
No; know, the gallant monarch is in arms; 
And, like an eagle oer kis aiery, tow rs, 
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356 LS King Fobn. At v. 
To ſouſe annoyance that comes near his neft. 
And you degen'rate, you ingrate revolts, 
You bloody Nero's, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, bluſh for ſhame. 
For your own ladies, and pale-viſag'd maids, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums; 
Their thimbles into armed gantlets change, 
heir necdles to Jances, and their gentle hearts 
To ficrce and bloody inclination. 
Lewis. There ead thy brave, and turn thy face in 
ace; 
We grant — caaſt outſcold us; fare thee well. 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a babler. 
Pand. Give me leave to ſpeak. 
Faule. No, I will ſpeak. 
Lewis. We will attend to neither. 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 


Plead for our int'reft, and our being here. 


Faule. Indeed your drums being beaten, will cry out; 
And fo ſhall you, being beaten. Do bur ftart 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac' 

That ſhall reverb'rate all as loud as thine. 

Sound but another, and another ſhall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 

And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder. For at hand 
ot truſting to this halting Legate here, 

Whom he hath us'd rather for ſport than need) 


Is warlike john; and in his forehead firs 


A bare-ribb'd death; whoſe office is this day 
To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French. 
Lewis, Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
Faule. Ard thou ſhalt find ic, Dauphin, do not 
doubt. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Changes toa field of batile. 


Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert. 


K. Jelu. How goes the day wich up? oh, tell me, 
_ Hubert, | 


Hub. Bacly, I fear; how fares your Majeſty ? 
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X. John. This fever that hath troubled me fo long, 

Lies heavy on me: ob, my cart is ſick ! _— 

Enter a Meſſenger. 5 
Meß. My Lord, your valiant kinſman, Faulconbridge, 

Deſires your Majeſty to leave the field; 

And fend him word by me which way you go. SY 

K. John. Tell him, tow'rds Swinſtead, to the abbey 


there. | 


Mes. Be of good comfort; for the 
That was expected by the Dauphin here, *# 
Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 

This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now; 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 

K. Jon. Ah me! this tyrant fever burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 

Set on tow'rd Swinſtead ; to my litter ſtrait ; 
Weakneſs poſſeſſeth me, and I am faint. [Exennt. 
SCENE VI. Changes to the French camp. 

| Enter Saliſbury, Pembroke, and Bigot. 

Sal. I did not think the King fo ftor'd with friends. 

Pemb. Up once again; put fpirit in the Freach. 

If they miſcarry, we miſcarry too. | 

Sal. That miſbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 

In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 
Pemb. They Oy King Jane, fore ſick, hath left the 


Enter Melun, wounded. 
Melun. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 
Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 
Pemb. It is the Count Melun. 
Sal. Wounded to death. 
Melua. Fly, noble Engliſh, you are bought and ſold; 
Untliread the rude eye of rebellion, 
And wclcome home again diſcarded faith. 
Scek out King John, and fall before his feet : 
For if the Frgnch be lords of this loud day, 
He means to the pains you take, 
By cutting off your heads; thus hath he ſworn, 
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Upon the altar at St Edmond bury; 
Ev'n on that altar, where we ſwore to you 
Dear amity and everlaſting love. 
Sal. May this be poſſible ! may this be true! 
Melun. Hure I not hideovs deach within my view? 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bieeds av av. ev'n as a form of wax 
Reiulverh from irs figure 'gainft the tice ? 
What in the world ſhouts make me now deceive, 
Since I muit loſe the ute of all deceir ? 
Why ſhould I then be falſe, fince it is true, 
That I muſt dic here, and live hence by truth? 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the day, 
He is forfworn, if e'er theſe eves of yours 
Behold another day break in the eaſt. 
But ev'n this night, whoſe black contagious breath 
Already ſmokes about the burning c: reſt 


W 


Ot my old, feeble, and day-wearied fun, 


Ex 'n this ill nicht, your breathing ſhall _ 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 
If Lewis by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 
The love of him, and this reſpect beſides, 
(For that my grandſire was an Englihman), 
Awakes my conſcience to confeſs all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field ; 
Where I may r of my thoughts 
In peace ; * part this body and my foul, 
With contemplation and devout deſires. | 
Sal. We do believe thee; and beſhrew my foul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this molt fair occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight ; 
And, like a bated and — flood, ä 
Leaving our rankneſs and irregular courſe, 
Stoop low within thoſe — 1 we have O erlook d 
And calmly run on in obedience 
Ev'n to our ocean, to our great King John. 
My arm thall give thee help to bear thee hence, 
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For I do fee the cruel panys of death 

Pight in thine eye. Away, my friends; new flight; 

And happy newneſs that intends old right. 

LExeunt, leading af Melun. 
SCENE VI. 

Changes to a different part of the French camp. | 
Enter Lewis, and his train. | 

Lenvis, The fun of heav'n, methought, was loth to ſet, 
But ſtaid, and made the weſtern welkin bluſh ; 

When th' Engliſmm meaſur'd backward their own ground 

In faint retire : oh, bravely came we off, 2 

When with a volley of our ncedleſs fhor, 

After fuch bloody toil, we bid good night; 

And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 

Laft in the field, and almoſt lords of it! 
| Enter a Mefenger. 
Def. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin? 

Levis. Here; what news? 

Hey. The Count Melun is flains the Englith Lords 
By his perſuaſion are again fall'n off; 
And your ſupply, which you have wifh'd fo long, 

Are caſt away, and ſunk on Goodwin fands. 

Lewis. Ah foul, ſhrewd news! Befkrew thy very heart; 
J did not think to be fo fad to-night, : 

As this hath made me. Who was he that ſaid 

King John did fiy, an hour or two before 

The fambling night did part our weary powers? 

Alefſ. Whoever ſpoke it, it is true, my Lord. 

Lewis, Well; keep good quarter, and good care to- 

night; 

The day ſhall not be up fo ſoon as T, 

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VA 

An ofen place in the neizhbourhood of Sævinſtead abbey. 
Enter Faulconbridge and Hubert ſeverally. 

Hub. Who's there? ſpeak, ho! ſpcak quickly, or I 


. 
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Faulc. A friend. What art thou ? 
Hub. Of the part of England. 
Faule. And whither doſt thou go? 
Hub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine affairs, 
As well as thou of mine? 

Faulc. Hubert, I think. 

Hub. Thou haſt a perfect thought 
I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'ſt my tongue fo well. 
Who art thou ? | 

Faule. Who thou wilt; and, if thou pleaſe, 

Thou may'ft befriend me fo much, as to think, 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hu. Upkind remembrance! thou and eyeleſs night, 
Have done me ſhame ; brave foldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue, 

Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 


LY 
- 


Faulc. Come, come; ſans compliment, what news 


abroad ? 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black brow of night, 
To find you out. 


Faule. Brief then: and what's the news? 

Hub. O my ſweet Sir, news fitting to the night; 
Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. 

Faulc. Shew me the very wound of this ill news; 


I am no woman, I'll not fween at it. 


Hub. The King, I fear, is poifon'd by a monk: 
J left him almoſt ſpcechleſs, and broke out 
T' acquaiat you with this evil; that you might 
The better arm you to the ſudden time, 
Than if you had at leiſure known of this. 
| T aulc, How did he take it? who did taſte to him? 
+ Hub. A monk, I tell yeu; a rcfolved villain, 
Whoſe bowels ſudderly burſt out: the King 
Yer ſpeaks; and, peradvanture, may recover. 
Faulc. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? 
Hub. Why, know you not? the Lords are all come 


And brought Prince Henry in their company; [back, 


At whoſe requeſt the King bath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his ajeſty. | 


Faule. Vinh-huld thins invigration, m guty heav'n! 


* 


F a 
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And tempt us not to bear above our power. 
F'll tell thee, Hubert, half my powers this night 
Paſſing theſe flats, are taken by the tide; 

Theſe Lincoln waſhes have devoured them; 

Myſelf, well mounted, hardly have eſcaped. 

Away before :. conduct me to the King ; 


I doubt he vii be dead or cer I come. [Exeunt. 


EE = % © es. 7 
Changes to the, orchard in Swinſtead abbey. 
Enter Prince Henry, Saliſbury, and Bigot. 


Henry. It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 


(Which, ſome ſuppoſe, the ſoul's Frail dwelling-bouſe) 


Doch, 1 —— 
Feretel the cading of mortality. 
Enter Pembroke. 
Pemb. His Highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds be- 


In their continuance will not feel themſelves. 
Death having prey'd upon the outward parts; 
Leaves — inſenſible; his ſiege is now 
Againſt the mind; the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of ſtrange fantaſies; 

Which, in their throng, and preſs to that laſt hold, 


Cs — "Tis —_ —__——— 

g: 

I am the cygnet to this pale, faint ſwan, 

Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own death ; 

And, ta the — of frailry, ſings 

His ſoul and body to their laſting reſt. 
Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince; for you are born 

Vor. III. H h 
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262 King Jobn. Ad v 
To ſet a ſorm upon that indigeſt, 
Which Ee bath left ſo ſhapeleſs and ſo rude. 


King John brought in. 


K. 7ohn. Ay, marry, now my ſoul hath 3 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſom, 

That all my bowels crunible up to duſt: 
I am a ſeribbled form drawn with a pen 


Upon a parchment, and againſt this fire 
Do I arck up. 
your Majefty ? 


EY . tlow fares 
K. Babe, Poiſon'd, ill fare! dead, forſook, caſt off; 
0 And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruſt his icy fingers in my maw ; 

4 Nor kt my kingdom's rivers take their courſe 
« Through my burn'd boſom : nor intreat the north 
« To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips, 
4 And comfort me with cold,” I aſk not much, 
I beg cold comfort; and you are fo ſtrait, 
And fo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Henry. Ob, that there were ſome virtue in my tears, 


That might relieve you ! 


X. John. The ſalt of them is hot. 
Within me is a hell ; and there the poiſon 
Is, as a fiend, confin'd. to 282 
On unrepriex able, condemned blood. 


SCE N E X. Enter Faulconbridge. 


Faulc. Oh ! r- 
And ſpleen of ſpeed to fee your Majeſty. 
K. Jab. Oh! couſin, thou art come to ſet mine eye: 


The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt ; 


And all the ſhrowds wherewith my life ſhould fail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor ſtring to ſtay it by, 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Faule. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where heav'n he knows how we ſhall anfwer him, 


For, in a night, the beſt part of my power, 
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As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the waſhes, all unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The King dies. 
Sal. You breathe theſe dead news in as dead an ear: 
My Liege! my Lord !—but now a King—now thus. 
Henry. Ev'n fo muſt I run on, and ev'n fo ſtop®. 
Faule. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ſtay behind, 
To do the office for thee of revenge : 
And then my foul ſhall wait on thee to heav'n, 
As it on earth hath been thy ſervant ſtill. 
Now, now, you ſtars, that move in your bright ſpheres, 
Where be your pow'rs ? ſhew now your mended tanhs, 
And inſtantly return with me again, 
To puſh deſtruction and perpetual ſhame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 
Strait let us ſeek, or ſtrait we ſhall be fought ; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 
Sal. It ſeems you know not then fo much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reſt, 
Who half an hour ſince came from the Dauphin; 
And brings from him ſuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honour and reſpect may take, 
With purpoſe preſently to leave this war. 
Faulc. He will the rather do it, when he ſees 
Ourſelves well finewed to our defence. 
Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already; 
For many carriages he hath diſpatch'd 
To the ſea- ſide, and put his cauſe and quarrel 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal: 
With whom yourſelf, myſelf, and other Lords, 
If you think meet, this afternoon will poſt 
To conſummate this buſineſs happily. 
Faule. Let it be ſo; and you, my Noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 
Henry. At Worceſter muſt his body be interr' d, 
For ſo he will d it. 
Faule. Thither ſhall it then. 
> and ev'n fo ſtop. 
What ſurety of the world, what hope, what 
When this was now a King, and now is clay? 
Faule. Art thou gone ſo? Cc. ; 
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